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To me, a tuneful line is dear; 
And yet it only wins the ear - 
Verſes ſhould win the Heart too—dulcia ſunto : 
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7 ae Sat tas 


TO THE PUBLIC. 


READER, 


PrirasanT and numerous are the volumes in ana; 
viz. Scaligeriana, Thuana, Huetiana, Menagiana, Chevre- 
ana, Carpenteriana, &c. to which I have added, for thine 
amuſement, Pindariana. May the ſpirits of Chaucer, of 
Shakeſpeare, of Cervantes, of Rabelais, of Sterne, of Fon- 
taine, of Tibullus, of Horace, of Martial, of Theocritus, 


and my great old Couſin of Thebes, have entered my 
Portfolio, and animated my leaves | 


Ah! may no eye WAX dim upon my page; 
The lid, all heavy-laden, dully cloſing ; 

The drooping head, as though from palſied age, 
Reclining lumpiſh on the breaſt, and dozing ; 
While from th ungraſping hand, tremendous ſound, 

The poor forgotten volume greets the ground 


May no faſtidious Critic be able to ſay of my lucubrations 
what the blaſpheming Dr. Johnſon, with his oracular and 
growling pompoſity, aſſerted of the ſublime Oſſian “ that 
as good a thing might be written by many men, many 
women, and many children!“ 


Griey'd ſhould I be, could my poetic ſpawn 
Produce one melancholy, damning yawn. 


A 2 O let 


. 
O let me feel the Muſe's warmth divine ! 


Perdition ſeize a ſoporific line! 


Ne'er may the leaden lumber load my brain I 
Avaunt the fleepy verſe | confound the ſong 


That dragging, heavy, ſnail-like, crawls along | 
OBL1v10N, bid thy mud o'erwhelm the ſtrain L 


I hate it, as old SnNueeLs I abhor ; 
The Parſon who, with one unvarying tone,, 
Sets all the jaded audience in a ſnore— 
Such the ſtrong opiate of his drowſy drone.. 


Nor, O ye Pow'ss of Poks v, be mine 
The roaring, bluſt'ring, mad, and bullying line, 
As though the Muſes all were lying in 
Of ſome wild Calibaniſb, mountain form; 
An earthquake, or volcano, or a ſtorm, 


So huge the ſound, ſo horrible the din. 


Nor let me prove fo pompouſly obſcure—- 
A mode of writing I deteſt, abjure; 


With tiff inverſions the poor ſenſe to ſkreen- 
From ev'ry aching, brain, and poring eye, 
And in a rage to make the reader cry, 
«© Why, what the devil can the booby mean ? 
% Thus too with epithets to cannonade us, 
« As if the beaſt were vomiting a Gradus J af 
Let 
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Let me not a& the gooſe, ſcreaming and waddling, 
Poking his filly head, in mudpools paddling ; 
No !—with a lofty pinion let me riſe ; 
Face with an eagle wing the ſolar beam, 
Drink with undazzled gaze th' effulgent ſtream, 


And with the ruſh of whirlwinds {weep the ſkies ; 
Thence, in an inſtant be the humble Wren, 


Twitt'ring his love-notes ſweet to Miſtreſs Hen. 


O VXERSATILITV, I hold thee dear! 


The Proteus power be mine, to take each ſhape - 


| Skip like a Will-o'-whiſp—be here, be there— 


Now the grave moraliſt, and now an ape. 


Now roar the ſavage of the Lybian ſhade, 
Where Hoxrox liſtens to the ſhrieking ghoſt ; 
Now Pompey in Bz11nDa's boſom laid, 


Or whining, pawing for a piece of toaſt. 


Now roll the Monaxcu of the ſtormy Deep, 
The floundering terror of the finny race ; 
Now the ſlim eel, of ponds ſo lucid, creep; 


Now leap a ſalmon, and now glide a plaice. 


Thrice happy change of ſoul-delighting ſong | 
This were my talent, bleſt would PR TEA be! 
But who, alas ! is thus divinely ſtrong ? 


| SHAKESPEARE, that envied pow'r I mark in 1ER. 
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Let me inform thee, Reader, that no order will be obſerved 
with reſpe& to the various pieces. Thou wilt receive them 
as they leap from the Portfolio; fo that there will ſubſiſt 
as little connexion between one and another, as be- 
tween LAby Maxy and the Graces, Loxp Tay----w and 
the Loxp's Prayer, Sicnox Marcussr and CREATION, SIR 
Joszen Baxxs and PnLOsop HY, SIR William HAMILTON 
and the Secrets of Mount Vzsuyius, Jupct K. and a 
whole BoTTLE or PorT, JuDGt B. and Rargieve. 

Various will be the ſubjects of the Musz. Ode, Elegy, 
Fable, Tale, Ballad, Epigram, &c. a Verſion, at times, 
of parts of the venerable Claſſics, whoſe ſpirit has been 
but feebly transfuſed through our modern languages, will 


be given; 


Whoſe oaks ſo lofty (what abomination I) 

Are chang'd to. paltry broom/ticks, by TRANSLATION : 
Their pyramids, a little village fpire z 

Their ſkies, blue paper; their ear-rending thunder, 

With lightnings darting danger, blazing wonder, 
A poor coal coffin bouncing from the fire; 

Their citics, emmets neſts—a ſpider's hole ! 

Their mountains, what ?—the manſion of the mole. 


Too oft the roſes of th Athenian vale 
Reſign their bluſhes for a deadly pale; 
Es 
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An Attic ſun converted in a trice 
To a dull torpid cake of ſhiv'ring ice 
A rill, their oceans that no longer roar ; 
Their ſtorms, a wind's ſmall whiſtle through a door; 
The ſun-clad eagle, a weak flick' ring bat; 


And Afric's royal brute, a ſqueaking rat. 


The TREND ER Pass rox will make a prominent figure on 
the canvas; and why not, as it is one of the moſt prominent 


features of NATURE? Who is there that has not ſacrificed. 
to the amorous Gopptss ? 


When dew-clad Eveninc's modeſt bluſhes fade, 

And NarTuss ſinks amid the deep'ning ſhade, 
And Lazous pauſes on the fainting light; 

When. beetles hum, and bats in circles ſkim, . 


When hills and hamlets, trees and tow'rs, grow dim, 
And StLENCE ſteals upon the gloom of night; 


With joy I tread the ſecret grove, 
To meet the idol of my love. 


What a monſter, who never felt the Sorr EMoTion ! 


Ah! whence art Tzov, of wealth the {ſlave ? 
Go, ſeek the haunted gloom, the grave; 
Whoſe eye, on Money taught to roll, 


Admits not Beauty to the foul : | 
4 me 
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Fly thou the day, who ſcorn'ſt the Falz; 
For thou wert born an imp of Cars, 


But who art Thou, with anxious eye, 
With panting hope, and melting ſigh, 
Who biddeſt tempting gold depart, 
And only woo'ſt the Virgin's heart ? 
Go THou where BEAUTY holds her throne ; 
For bliſs was form'd for thee alone. 


| Next to the Contemner of the charming Sxx, is the Savage 
who abuſes it. Poor MARIAN] ſweet is thy ſong of ſorrow | 


EF MARIAN's COMPLAINT. 


| Since truth has left the ſhepherds tongue, 

* Adieu the cheerful pipe and ſong; 

M Adieu the dance at cloſing day, 
And, ah! the happy morn of May. 


How oft he told me I was fair, 


And wove the garland for my hair | 
How oft for Maztan cull'd the bow'r, 
And fill'd my lap with ev'ry flow'r ! 


No more his gifts of guile I'll wear, 
But from my brow the chaplet tear ; 
3 The 


LW. 
The crook he gave, in pieces break, 
And rend his ribbons from my neck. 


How oft he vow'd a conſtant flame, 


And carv'd on ev'ry oak my name 
Bluſh, Colin, that the wounded tree 
Is all that will remember zue. 


Rich fragments of the Tzacic and Comic Musk, not 


forgetting the Musz of BALLADb, yclept Ortra, will occa- 
ſionally pour their coruſcations through the work. — 


Moreover will I preſent thee with delicious ſcraps of 


Criticiſm : thou ſhalt likewiſe have Apophthegms—ſo that 
a part of my labours may with propriety be baptiſed The 
Wrspom or PETER, The Wiſdom of Solomon is well 
known. Plato and Xenophon, the two famous diſciples 
of Socrates, gathered the good things of their ſublime 
maſter, fancying every ſentence that dropped from his 
mouth, a gem of ineſtimable value. Pythagoras uttered 
ſage maxims for the benefit of poſterity. Nor did the good 
Marcus Aurelius think it beneath his dignity to turn col- 
lector. I he Fuſtum hemiſphere glitters with apophthegmatic 
conſtellations; and now behold a Bavn reſolved to add a 
ſtar to that of the Weſt. 

Reader, thou ſhalt have more than all this. Thou ſhalt 


be preſented with ſome of the Travels of the Banxp, who, 
like 


2 


3 
like the Hzro of the Odyſſey, mores hominum multorum 
vidit et urbes. But expect no wonders, as I am neither a 
MANDEVILLE, a PSALMANAZAR, nor an ABYSSINIAN BRUCE, 
Unfortunately I have met with no Anthropophagi, and 
men whoſe heads do grow beneath their ſhoulders.” 


How many Numbers I ſhall offer thee, is a myſtery even 
to myſelf. ——Should we not be eaten up by the threatening 
and hungry Sans-culottes; by the bleſſing of AroLLo and 


the NINE Lapits, a handſome volume or two may be pro- 


duced ; and to give thee my ſentiment on the Sans-culottes 


ſubject, I really think we ſhall not be devoured. 


Howl thyſelf hoarſe, wild War—of this fair ISL 
The happy natives ſhall for ever ſmile, 


While by thy rage the kingdoms bleed around ; 
Safe as the chirping birds amid the Oax, 


That bids defiance to the tempeſt's ſtroke, 
And keeps with ſtern ſublimity his ground. 


APDIEU. 
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TO THE CRITICS. 


N OW WINTER gathers all his glooms, 
And faintly Sol the world illumes ; 
Weak wand'rer, ſkirting pale the ſouthern ſky, 
Yet ſquinting on the old blue road, 
In ſummer with ſuch ſplendor trod, 
Now far, alas! above his wat'ry eye. 


Well! juſt as WINTER comes, ſo drear, 


Behold the Man of Ruywts appear 
Much like the woodcock—bird too often bit; 
When out are dogs, and ſportſmen dire, 


To try to fit him for the fire 5 


Doom'd ſoon to turn, poor fellow, on the ſpit ! 


B Lo, 
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Lo, from his ſhelt'ring ſhade he vainly ſprings ! 

With bleeding breaſt, cruſh'd legs, and broken wings, 
And ſcatter'd plumes a cloud, and hanging head, 
Down falls the emigrant, a lump of lead ; 

Soon ſeiz d by Trav, expecting much applauſe, 
Who, wriggling, brings the pris'ner in his jaws; 


Thus may it moſt unfortunately be, 
Moſt venerable GREYBEARDSs, with roOR M 
Condemn'd, for want of poetry and wit, 


To turn perchaunce upon your piercing ſpit! 


Yet, Sirs, I thank you for all favours pa; 


| Hoping, moreover, they won't be the /aft : 


And, Sirs, whatever fate you may allot me, 
Thanks, thanks, that Hitherto you have not ſhot me. 


» 8 
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So much to the Liberal Cxirics;— what ſhall I ſay to 
the illiberal? 


Rake, if you pleaſe, the kennel of your brains, 
And pour forth all the loaded head contains; 
I ſhall not ſuffer by it, I am fure ;— 
5 | Nay, 
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| Nay; my poetic plants will better thrive ; 
: Exalt their heads and ſmile—be all alive ; 
As mud is very excellent manure. 


Brother Authors, attend unto the wiſdem of PETER. 
Are the cries of the malevolent and envious againſt you ? 
Be filent, and let your works fight their own battle. 
Are they good for nothing? Let them die. Poſſeſs they 
merit? They need not be afraid. —Bid your minds then 
fit calmly on their thrones, amidſt the hurlyburly of critical 
attacks. 


Go take a leſſon from the glorious Sux, 
Who, when the elements together run 
In wild confuſion—earth and wind and water, 
Looks on the tumult down without diſmay, 
Nay, bright and ſmiling - ſeeming thus to ſay, 
Lord! buſtling Gentlefolk, pray what's the matter?“ 
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PINDARIAN A. 


HYMN TO THE GUILLOTINE. 


Daverres of LIBERTY, whoſe knife 
So buſy chops the threads of life, 
And frees from cumb'rous clay the ſpirit ; 
Ah! why alone ſhall GaLLIA feel 
"The beauties of thy pond'rous ſteel ? 
Why muſt not BRTTAIN mark thy merit ? 


Hark ! *tis the Dungeon's groan I hear ; 
And lo, a ſqualid band appear, 
With fallow check and hollow eye ! 
Unwilling, lo, the neck they bend ; 
Yet, through thy pow'r, their terrors end, 
And with their heads the Sorrows fly | 


O let us view thy lofty grace ;— 
To BriToxns ſhew thy bluſhing face, 
And bleſs Rezrziiion's life-tir'd train! 
Joy to my ſoul ! ſhe's on her way, 
Led by her deareſt friends, DisMar, 


Dx arn, and the DEVIL, and Tom Pains ! 


Be 
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Bz deaf, O Man, to the inſinuations of Pride. It is 


the poiſonous weed of the heart, that ſuffers not a flower 
of beauty or fragrance to bloom near it. 
Boaſt not of the antiquity of thy line; for, to thy 


mortification, be it known, that the Fawmiry of the Hoss 
was created before thee. 


What can the 9 // boaſt ? alas, how little! 

Then, Pz1Ds, be ſparing of thy ſaucy ſpittle; 
Nay, do not ſquirt it in the humbleft face: 

The wheel of FoxTuns is for ever turning; 


Jov's birthday-ſuit may ſoon be chang'd to mourning ; 
Niukops become the victims of the chace, 


Ves, PRI DR, I hate thee—canker of our nature 
Why look contemptuous on a fellow- creature, 
Becauſe it is a monkey or a pig ? 
They too have qualities, or I'm miſtaken : 
What man excels a hog in making bacon ? 


What mortals, like a monkey, dance a jig ? 


What man, from bough to bough, like Jacxo ſprings, 


Ingenious rogue | who twiſts his tail, and ſwings ? ll 


C Dare 
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Dare we deſpiſe, becauſe they cannot preach, 
Forſooth, ungifted with the pow'rs of ſpeech ? 
That were a joke indeed to make a /ong : 


Ah me | what numbers of the human race 


Moſt fortunately had eſcap'd diſgrace, 
Had Hzav'N forgot to give their mouths a fongue / 


In vain I preach—Pxz1pz laughs at all I fay ; 
Reſolv'd, the fool, to keep her diftant way. 


—_ 


THE PROUD OLD MAID. 


A winking, hobbling, crabbed, proud Old Maid, 
Whoſe charms had felt a heavy cannonade 

From Tiu's ftrong batt'ry,—to whoſe lofty noſe 
A rotten reputation was a roſe, 

Liv'd in a country town—there ſpit her ſpite, 
And dwelt on Scanvar.s ſtories with delight. 


Proud of her name (though poor) indeed was sun; 
In genealogies, an epicure z 
Knew, to a hair, each perſon's pedigree, 
From that of ſplendor, to the moſt obſcure. 
* Madam 


2 a „ e 
4 4 A n "CSF. * * * x 
% „ b „ 
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Madam Geoxcina Howard was her name; 
An appellation always carrying fame, 


As ev'ry Howard Lins with Norrork's Dok; 
Moreover, ev'ry CAMeBELL of our Iſle, 


Cobbler, or chimney-ſ{weeper, claims ArxcyLE ; 
And eke to Quetns'ry doth a DovaLas look; 


Boaſting a certain portion of that blood, 
Not to be waſh'd away by Noah's flood. 


Covusin or NorFolk, would ſhe often name, 
When ConvzxsaTion aſk'd for no ſuch kin; 


CousiN or NoRFOLK then antimely came; 


Nay, by the head and ſhoulders was lugg'd in. 


This Lapy, on a certain darkſome night, 
From cards returning by a lantern's light ; 
The lantern by her ſervant BETTY held, 
Who walk'd before this Dams, to ſhew the way; 
When thus it happen'd, /adly let me ſay, 
Such is th' unhappineſs of blinking EI 


As her two eyes ſo dim could only ſtare, 


And therefore wanted cleaning and repair 
Againſt 
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Againſt ſome head, her poking head ſhe popp'd— 

Daſh'd with confuſion, ſuddenly ſhe ſtopp'd, 

Drew back, and bent for once her ruſty knee— 
«K] beg your pardon, Sir,” faid ſhe : 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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Then follow'd Miſtreſs BRT Y.“ Bleſs us, Ber, 
«© Tell me, who was the Gentleman I met; 
« Whoſe face I bounc'd ſo hard againſt with mine?“ 
Br could not for her ſoul the laugh refiſt— 
A Gentleman I —a Fack-aſs, Ma'am, you kiſs'd; 
«I hope you found Jack's kiſſes very fine.” 


An Aſs!” with anger ſwelling, ſcreech'd the Daur— 
An A Lord Berry, I ſhall die with ſhame J 
% Give me a knife ITI ſpoil the raſcal's note: 
<« Give me a knife—T'll run and cut his throat. 
n Barry, don't ſay a word on't—that, alas ! 


« T curtſied, and aſk'd pardon of an A/s /” 


PINDARIAN 4. 9 


EARLY PROPENSITIES. 


How early, Gzx1vs ſhews itſelf at times! 
Thus Por, the pride of Poets, liſp'd in rhymes ; 
And thus the GREAT SIR Josy“ (ſtrange to utter | 
To whom each inſe&-eater is a fool) 
Did, when a very little boy at ſchool, 
Munch /þ:iders ſpread upon his bread and butter! 


INVITATION TO CYNTHIA. 


Coun, CyNTH1a, to thy ſhepherd's vale, 
Though tyrant WINTER ſhade the ſcene ; 
The leafleſs grove has felt his gale, 


And ev'ry warbler mourns his reign. 


Yet, what to ue the howling wind? 
Thy voice the linnet's ſong ſupplies : 

Or what the cloud to nie, who find 
Eternal ſunſhine in thy eyes ? 


* Sir Joſeph Banks, the Preſident of the Royal Society, who has often 
declared this rare fact of himſelf, and who is ſo improved in power as to be 
able to devour an alligator. | 


D KISSES 


10 PINDARTIAN A. 


KISSES. 


Hawyer. Dean Sus ax, one kind kiſs before we part. 


—— — — 
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Sujan. Not the thouſandth part of one, Mr. Lieutenant, 


I aflure you. Keep your diſtance, pray, kind Sir. Kiſſes 
indeed! I wonder what fool firſt invented the nonſenſe ? 
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Hawſer. Nonſenſe ! Senſe, Suſan | rapture, Suſan | 
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When we dwell on the lips of the laſs we adore, 
Not a pleaſure in nature is miſſing : 

May his ſoul be in Heav'n, he deſerv'd it, I'm ſure, 
Who was firſt the inventor of kiſſing. 


Maſter Apa, I verily think, was the man, 
Whoſe diſcov'ry will ne'er be ſurpaſt: 
1 Well, ſince the ſweet game with creation began, 


| To the end of the world may it laſt ! 


[ Catches Sus ax, and kiſſes her. 
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J po not love a Cat—his diſpoſition is mean and ſuſpi- 
cious. A friendſhip of years is cancelled in a moment by 
an accidental tread on his tail or foot. He inſtantly ſpits, 
raiſes his rump, twirls his tail of malignity, and ſhuns you; 
turning back, as he goes off, a ſtaring vindictive face, full of 
horrid oaths and unforgiveneſs; ſeeming to ſay, © Perdition 
catch you! I hate you for ever.” But the Dog is my de- 
light :—tread on His tail or foot, he expreſſes, for a moment, 
the uneaſineſs of his feelings; but in a moment the com- 
plaint is ended. He runs around you; jumps up againſt ' - 
you; ſeems to declare his ſorrow for complaining, as it was 
not intentionally done, nay, to make himſelf the aggreſſor; 
and begs, by whinings and lickings, that Maſter will think 


of it no more. Many a time, when Ranger, wiſhing for a 
little ſport, has run to the gun, ſmelt to it, then wriggling 
his tail, and, with eyes full of the moſt expreſſive fire, leaped 


up againſt me, whining and begging, have I, againſt my 
inclination, indulged him with a ſcamper through the 
woods or in the field : for many a time he has left a warm 
neſt, among the ſnows of winter, to ſtart pleaſure for me. 


Thus is there a moral obligation between a Man and a 


Dog. 
THE 
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THE OLD SHEPHERD' 's DOG. 


Tux old Shepherd's Dog, like his maſter, was gray; 
His teeth all departed, and feeble his tongue; 
Yet where'er CokixN went, he was follow'd by Tray; 


Thus happy through life did they hobble along. 
When, fatigu'd, on the graſs the Shepherd would lie, 


For a nap in the ſun—'midſt his ſlumbers ſo ſweet, 


His faithful companion crawl'd conſtantly nigh, 
Plac'd his head on his lap, or lay down at his feet. 


When WINTER was heard on the hill and the plain, 
And torrents deſcended, and cold was the wind, 


If Corn went forth mid the tempeſts and rain, 
Tray ſcorn'd to be leſt in the chimney behind. 


At length in the ſtraw Tray made his laſt bed ; 


For vain, againſt death, is the ſtouteſt endeavour— 


To lick Corin's hand he rear'd up his weak head, 


Then fell back, clos'd his eyes, and, ah! clos'd them 


for ever. 


Not long after Tray did the Shepherd remain, 
Who oft o'er his grave with true ſorrow would bend; 
And, when dying, thus feebly was heard the poor ſwain, 
O bury me, neighbours, beſide my old Friend !” 
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Norwrrhsrax DN the general contempt of poor STERN- 
HoLD and Hopxins, of þ/alm-inditing memory, I do not 
deem them beneath the dignity of ſome imitation. ] fear 
that too many a Poet of the preſent day is affected (if I 
may coin an expreſſion) with a Phufi-phobia, or a dread of 
nature and ſimplicity; and, if I may judge from the 
difficulty of comprehending their meaning, they fancy 
OzscuriTy to be the genuine parent of the SUBLIME, In 
the following Ballad I have endeavoured to ſteer between 
the two, aſſuming a little liberty with hiſtorical truth 
reſpecting JENNY and the celebrated Aulp ROBIN. 


JENNY's COMPLAINT. 


The night was ſtill, and full of fear, 

k And all the world ſeem'd dead; 

3 When, pond'ring on poor Robin Gray, 
I went with ſighs to bed. 


There, while my heart did heave with grief, 
The moon, that wand'rer pale, 


In at my window peep'd and ſhin'd 


So faint againſt the wall. 
E I clos'd 
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I clos'd my eye in vain to ſleep, 
And figh'd © Ah! well-a-day I” 

For then I dwelt on my dear love, 
My buried Robin Gray. 


As on my arm I lean'd my head, 
All dreary and forlorn, 


My hair did drink the briny tears 


That down my cheek did mourn. 


Sudden a cloud, like ink ſo black, 
The moon's pale face o'ercaſt ; 

The window ſhook, and horror howl'd, 
Amid the hollow blaſt. 


The oaks that proudly look'd on high, 
Their lofty heads bent low, 
And *midſt their mighty branches roar'd, 


As if they ſcorn'd to bow. 


But, like a giant in his courſe, 
The ſtorm went ruſhing on, 

Scattering their limbs and leaves fo thick, 
As heedleſs what was done. 


Now 
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Now thunder from the black cloud broke, 
And terrified the night, 


And lightnings, with a dangerous blaze, 
Made all the darkneſs bright. 


But my poor bleeding heart forlorn 
Did fink with no diſmay, 


Since often it had wiſh'd to die 
For dear auld Robin Gray. 


Now did a ſpectre form appear, 
All aged, pale, and wan ; 
And, by his viſage, I could ſpy 
He was my loſt auld Man. 


Now on my bed-fide did he fit, 
As harmleſs as a dove ; 


And though he had two hollow eyes, 
They look'd with tend'reſt love. 


Forth from their ſockets then did ruſh 
Full many a drop of woe : 
So from the cave or rugged rock 


The pearly waters flow. 


1 
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« Jeſu!” I cry'd, and ſtretch'd my arms 
To claſp him round the waiſt ; 


But nought of his poor ſpectre drear 


My longing arms embrac'd. 


« Oh! Jenny (then he faid), in vain 
Thy arms would claſp me in; 
&« For Spirits, ſuch as thou behold'st, 


« Have neither bones nor ſkin.“ 


Full on his viſage did I gaze, 
All hurried with ſurpriſe ; 
And, eager to devour each look, 


My ſoul ruſh'd through my eyes. 


Now did I ſtrive to catch his hand, 
That preſs'd ſo often mine; 


But *twas in vain—'twas nought but air, 
Which made my heart to pine. 


And yet his hands ſo ſhrivell'd were, 


As made of fleſh and blood : 


But God knows beſt what ſhould be done, 


And God is very good. 


And 
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© As Jemmy is come home from ſea, 
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« And art thou happy then, I cry'd, 
<< In this thy preſent ſtate ?” 

He ſmil'd like Angels then, and aid, 
God well hath chang'd my fate. 


Let innocence, O Jane, be thine, 
« And peace ſhall dwell with thee ; 

«© And when juſt Heaven ſhall call thee hence, 
« With Robin thou ſhalt be.” 


With that he look'd a ſweet farewell, 
And rais'd each wetted eye; 


Then glided off, and, as he went, 
I heard the kindeſt ſigh. 


« Adieu!” I cry'd, half choak'd with grief, 
ce Soul of my ſoul, adieu! 

c My boſom throbs to leave this world, 
e And thy dear flight purſue. 


ce But Robin, Robin, ſtay awhile ; 
« Ah! ſtay awhile,” I faid— 


May I with Jemmy wed ?” 
5 
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But Robin anſwer'd not a word, 
But oft his ghoſt did go ; 
Which made me wonder—but perhaps 
His ghoſt had anſwer'd, No.“ 


Auld Robin's kindneſſes to me, 
Whilſt we in love did live, 


Deſerve more /reams from theſe ſad eyes, 
Than they have drops to give. 


The evening that he ſought his grave 
Did wear a diſmal gloom ; 
And all who did the burying ſee, 


With eyes ſo red went home. 


The honeſt tribute of their tears, 
I thought was ſweeteſt fame ; 
And when I die, God grant my bier 
Be ſprinkled with the ſame | 


The harmleſs children, too, in bands, 
Did pour their little ſighs, 
And on the cofhn near the grave 


They ſtrain'd their wat'ry eyes. 
And 
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And when into the earth below 
His corpſe at length was giv'n, 

They look'd towards each other's eyes, 
And figh'd, © He's gone to Heaven.” 


Then on his grave they ſat them down, 
And liſp'd his name with praiſe, 
Till all the little wights did wiſh 
To be auld Robin Grays. 


ODE FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 


Love is a pretty paſſion, to be ſure; 
And long, ſay I indeed, may Love endure | 
Yet now and then to Prxuptxct ſhould it look— 


Yes, take a little leaf from Wispou's book. 


Our boys, alas! begin too ſoon to ſigh, 
Mourn the pierc'd heart, and lay them down to die ; 
Juſt like expiring ſwans, with tuneful breath, 
Sweet rhyming in the agonies of death. 
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Too ſoon the girls abuſe of pens the nib, 
And pour their little groaning ſouls on paper : 
Love ſhould not come till Tims removes the bib; 


Miſſes ſhould learn to walk before they caper. 


Love, though it deals in fweets, has many ſours; 
It does not always furniſh happy hours, 
Putting us oft in diſmal fituations : 


The novelty ſets people's ſouls a longing— 
What thouſands to their ruin thus are thronging |! 
Indeed we ſee the evil in all nations. 


I fear Lovs does at times a deal of harm: 

It keeps the world alive, it is confess'd ; 

So far, indeed, I like the pleaſing charm— 
| Yet, yet, through Love, what thouſands are diſtress'd ! 


“Give me,” exclaims the Vouru, © but heav'nly kiſſing, 
And lo, I ſeek nought elſe—for nought is miſling : 
Let me for ever dwell on Chlox's lip; 
« On CuLor's boſom let me only lie 3 
< There pour in ſweeteſt ecſtaſy the ſigh, 
And, like the bee, the honey'd treaſure fip. 
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I heed not fragrant wines, nor fleſh, nor fiſh; 
« CHLOE is all I want, and all I wiſh !” 


And thus again the raptur'd Nxur exclaims, 
« Sweet are of Love the ſighs, and dear the flames! 
« Loves ſmiles away the dark'ning clouds of life: 


© Love feels no rains, nor ſtorms, nor pinching cold: 


« Lovs wants not fire nor candle, meat, clothes, gold: 


« Arr bliſs is center'd in that one word ife.” 


THE OWL AND PARROT. 


Ax Owr. fell deſp'rately in love, poor ſoul ! 
Sighing and hooting in his lonely hole— 

A ParkroT the dear object of his wiſhes, 

Who in her cage enjoy'd the loaves and fiſhes, 
In ſhort, had all ſhe wanted—meat and drink, 
Waſhing and lodging—full enough, I think. 


Squire OwL moſt muſically tells his tale; 

His oaths, his ſqueezes, kiſſes, ſighs, prevail: 
Poll cannot bear, poor heart, to hear him gricve; 
So opes her cage, without a By your leave; 

Are married, go to bed with raptur'd faces, 


Rich words, and ſo forth—uſual in ſuch caſes. 


G A day 
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A day or two pass'd amorouſly ſweet; 
Love, kiſſing, cooing, billing, all their meat: 


At length they both felt hungry What's for dinner ? 


Pray what have we to eat, my dear?” quoth PoLL. 
Nothing! by all my wiſdom,” anſwer' d Owr ; 


I never thought of that, as I'm a ſinner; 


“But, Pol, on ſomething I ſhall put my pats— 
«© What ſay'ſt thou, Dax, to a diſh of rats?“ 


Rats, Mis TEX Owl! d'ye think that I'll eat rats? 
© Fat them yourſelf, or give them to the cats,” 


Whines the poor Bride, now burſting into tears. — 


Well, PoLLy, would you rather dine on nouſe? 
I'll catch a few, if any in the houſe ; | 


Thou ſhalt not ſtarve, Loves, ſo diſpel thy fears.” 


DJ won't eat rats—1 won't eat mice — I won't: 
© Don't tell me of ſuch dirty vermin— don't: 
“O that within my cage I had but tarried !” 


« PoLLy,” quoth OwI, © I'm forry, I declare, 


So delicate, you reliſh not our fare— 


Jou ſhould have thought of that before you married.” 
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This fable aptly alſo will apply 


To Frenchmen — Sans culottes-men.— Ah! how ? 


The French are changeful fellows, all muſt grant 
Cameleons—but, ah ! changing for the worſe : 


Poor 1gnorants, ſcarce knowing what they want ; 


Bart' ring too often bleſſings for a curſe. 


All good, in one word, NoveLrTy, they ſee! 


So ſtrong within them is of change the leaven : 


A Frenchman's flutt'ring ſoul would feel ennui 
E'en midſt the bleſſed conſtancy of Heaven ! 
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AN ANACREONTIC. 


TO 4 KIFSS. 
Sorr child of Loyz—thou balmy bliſs, 


Inform me, O delicious Kiss, 
Why thou ſo ſuddenly art gone? 
Loft in the moment thou art won ? 


Yet go—for wherefore ſhould I figh ? 
On DEL1a's lip, with raptur'd eye, 
On Dsz11a's bluſhing lip I ſee 

A thouſand full as ſweet as zhee. 
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A PANEBUOTRIC:ON-TEA, 
Br KIEN LONG. 


WRITTEN IN HIS TENT, DURING A HUNTING EXCURSION, NEAR MOUKDEN, 


M104 che pou yao 
Fo-cheou hiang iſie kie, 
Soung-che ouei fang ny ; 
San pin tchou tſing kite. 
Pong y tche kio tang, 
Ou tche tcheng koang hiue, 
Houo heou pien yu hit, j 
Ting yen y cheng mit. ö 
Yue Ngueou po fien jou, 
Tan lou ty tchan yue, 
Ou yum king tai pan 
Ko ou, pou ho chou. 5 
Fou fou teou lo ty & 
Ho ho yun kiang tche 

| Ou-tſuen y ko z/an 

3 Lin-fou chang che pie. 
11 Lan ku 'Tchao-tcheou gan 
| | | Po fiao Yu-tchouan kiu 
. Han fiao ting ſing leou 
| Ko yue kan hiuen tſue. 
Joam pao tchen ki yu 
I Thao king ſing ou ie, 
| Kien-long ping-yn 
Siao tchun yu Ty. 


A TRANSLA- 
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A TRANSLATIUN 


OF THE PRECEDING 


IMPERIAL PANEGYTYRIC ON TE A. 


Fas flow'r Mehò is not ſo bright, 
And yet it gives the eye delight; 

It likewiſe has a charming ſmell : 
The pines, too, are a pretty fruit, 
That much indeed my palate ſuit, 


And much in flavour, too, excel. 


Get an old kettle, if you pleaſe, 
For ſuch a thing is found with caſe, 


That has three legs—and therefore ſhows 


Its ancient ſervices ;—then fall 
With water, and, what's beſt, the rill, 


The lucid rill, from melted ſnows. 


Heat in this kettle, to your wiſh, 


The water fit to boil a fiſh, 


Or turn the blackeſt lobſter red j 


Pour then the water on the tea, 
Then drink it, and 'twill drive, d'ye ſee, 
All the blue devils from your head. 


H Far 
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Far from the toil of ſtate affairs 

I ſteal away, to drown my cares, 
For which I take of tea a cup ; 

And then I ſnap the rich Fochu, 

Fine to the taſte, and to the view; 
And then again the tea I ſup. 


Now on the rare Mehs I gaze; 


Now of the ancients, with amaze, 
I think—and alſo with delight; 


And now upon the great OTszN, 
The beſt and frugalleſt of men, 


Who liv'd on pine from morn to night. 


With envy on this mighty man I think ! 
And then I drink : 
Then I crack nuts, and eat the kernels too; 


Then think on that great gard'ner, great LIN Fou. 


When, lo! I paſs from great Linrou 


To that great Prince, yclept Tcxao-Tcurou ;— 
Then upon You-Tcrovan I ponder : 


'Thus do I fit, and eat, and drink, and wonder. 


The fr/t, my fancy plainly ſees 


Surrounded by all ſorts of trees; 


Now 
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Now taſting this rich fruit, now that ſo fine: 
I mark the /econd quaffing the rich water; 
But, knowing very little of the matter, 
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Thank Heav'n his vulgar taſte was never ine, 


I hear, I hear the evening drum 
Sounding aloud, ©* Go to bed, Tom !” 
Good me! how pleaſant is the ſtarry night ! 
Lo, on each diſh, and ſilver ſpoon, 
And plate, and porringer, the moon 


Peeps through my tent with friendly light. 


Now, this is charming, I muſt own; 

My ſtomach, too, ſo eaſy grown | 

And now I'll take a nap—thus ends my ſong, 
Compos'd by ne (a humble Bard) KIEN Lox. 


ODE TO COFFEE. 
IN THE MANNER OF KIEN LONG. 


Diiierous Berry, but, ah ! beſt 

When from the Eaſtern Ind, not Weſt ; 
Nought richer is, I think, than hee. 

Into a roaſter, with my hand, 

J put thee, and then o'er thee ſtand, 


And then I catch thy ſmell with glee. 
3 And 
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And now I ſhake thee round about ; 
And, when turn'd brown, I take thee out, 
And then I put thee in a mill; 
And, when to powder thou art cruſh'd, 
Into a tin pot thou art puſh'd, 
To feel the boiling ſmoking rill. 


And now from my tin pot's long noſe 
The fragrant fluid ſweetly flows; 
And now I put the lily cream, 
And ſugar too, the beſt of brown ; 
And, happy, now I gulp thee down, 
Keeping my noſe upon the ſteam, 


On HasTinGs now my ſenſes work; 

And now on virtuous EnrMunD BUREkR, 
Who calmly let Six Tnowas ſcape: 

And then unto myſelf I ſay, 

Is honour dead? ah, well-a-day !” 
And then my mouth begins to gape. 


Now on Six Josten Banks I ponder, 

And now at his rare merit wonder, 
In flies and tadpoles deep; 

And now to many a drowſy head 

I hear the drowſy BLAG DON“ read, 


And then I fall aſleep. 


* Sir Joſeph's right hand, and Secretary to the Royal Society ; who has 
very often read the very reſpectable meetings of the Royal Society to ſlumber, 
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And claps ſo briſk the trumpet to his ear, 
So word 'rouſly inſpir'd he liſts, and ſees | 
When FLarTT'sy ſings, pale Coric's pains are off; 
ConsUmPT10N pants not, but forgets his cough ; 
And As THMA's loaded lungs forbear to wheeze. 


Stung is the ſoul with Hyre's rope-off ring evils ? 
FLarT'gy's a taliſman to drive the devils. 


Sweet on the liſt'ning ear of ſtilly Nich, 
As warbling dyeth PuLowerLa's ſong ; 
So on the ear of man, with rich delight, 


The lulling muſic flows from FLarT'xy's tongue. 


Shew me the man, and I will thank thee for it, 


Who ſays, with truth, Poh! Flatt'ry | I abhor it.“ 


Tis a 0n-deſcript—by Six Josh bred— 
A Soho monſter, born without a head, 


FLarr'Rv's a perfect miſtreſs of her art; 


With picklock keys to open ev'ry heart. 
1 
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Wurx FLarr'nr ſings, Act opes his eyes ſo clear, 


29 


5 . 
— 


What 


30 PINDARIAN A. 


What mortal can withſtand the fire of FIAT T' RV 
No one | 'tis ſuch a moſt ſucceſsful batt' ry. 

No head, however thick, reſiſts its ſhot; 

Vet each pretends to mock it what a ſot! 


i 


SUSAN AND THE SPIDER. 


« Cour down, you toad, cry'd Sus Ax to a Spider, 
High. on the gilded cornice a proud rider, 
And, wanton, ſwinging by his filken rope; 
«© I'll teach thee to ſpin cobwebs round the room; 
«© You're now upon ſome murder, I preſume — 


« I'll 2%/ñ p thee—it I don't, ſay I'm no Pope.” 


Then Susan brandiſh'd her long bruſh, 
Determin'd on a fatal puſh, 

To bring the rope-dancer to ground, 
And all his ſchemes of death confound. 


The Spider, bleſt with oratory grace, 
Slipp'd down, and, ſtaring Sus an in the face, 
« Fie, SUsAN | lurks there murder in hat heart? 
OO barb'rous, lovely Susaxn! I'm amaz'd | 
O can that form, on which ſo oft I've gaz'd, 


Poſſeſs of cruelty the flighteſt part? 


4 « Ah! 
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„ Ah! can that ſwelling boſom of delight, 

« On which I've peep'd with wonder many a night, 
« Nay, with theſe fingers touch d too, let me ſay, 

« Contain a heart of cruelty ?—no, no |! 

« That boſom, which exceeds the new-fall'n ſnow, 


« All ſoftneſs, ſweetneſs, one eternal May.” 


« How |” Susan ſcreech'd, as with diſorder'd brain— 
«© How, ImeupeNcs | repeat thoſe words again: 
«© Come, come, confeſs with honeſty—ſpeak, ſpeak, 


% Say, did you really crawl upon my neck?“ 


Sus AN, by all thy heav'nly charms, I did; 
f I ſaw thee ſleeping by the taper's light; 
| ; « Thy cheek, fo bluſhful, and thy breaſt ſo white: 
of « ] could not ſtand it, and fo down I {lid.” 


«© You did, ſweet Miſter Spider? ſo you jaw /” 


« N Susan! NaTvurE's is a pow'rful law.“ 


Arn't you a murd' rer?“ gravely Sus AN cries; 
Arn't you for ever buſy with that claw, 
Killing poor unoffending little flies, 
© Merely to ſatisfy your naſty maw “ 


But, Sus AN, don't you feed on gentle lam? 


<« Don't you on pretty little pigeons cram ? 1 
On t 
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e Don't you on harmleſs f/hes often dine?“ 


That's very true, quoth Sus ax, © true indeed ; 
Lord! with what eloquence theſe Spiders plead ! 
„ This little raſcal beats a grave Divins. | 


© It was no ſnake, I verily believe, 


% But a fly ſpider that ſeduc'd poor Evx. 


“ But then you are fo vgly.” — Ah! fweet Sus, 
1 did not make myſelf, you know too well: 

«© Could I have made my/elf, I had been you, 
And kill'd with envy ev'ry beauteous BELLE. 


% Heav'ns| to this Spider|—what a witching tongue | 
« Well ! go about thy bus'neſs—gpo along; 

All animals indeed their food muſt get : 
44% And hear me—ſhouldſt thou look, with longing eyes, 
At any time on young, fat, luſcious flies, 

I'll drive the little raſcals to thy net. 


« Lord | then how blind I've been to form and feature 


„ I think a Spider, now, a comely creature!“ 


— — — — 


* 
- l . 
3 

© 

. 

7 

W 

2 
0 

0 

1 * 

- * 
4 

* 

* 

* 

- 

* 


* 
„ 

. | 

+ 

„ 

+ 

* 
N i 
=- * 


PINDARIAN A. 33 


VERSES 


A 


WHITE SATIN PETTICOAT, 


Belonging to Miss MoLLy M, but ſpoiled by the Author's inadverient 
Stupidity, in throwing on it a Cup of Coffee, 
O rann protectreſs of the faireſt Mario, 
How ſhall the PozT for his crime atone ? 
So lately bleſt as thou, I'm fore afraid 


I have no recompence to offer |—none J 


But MoLLy parts with thee with pitying eye | 
Then from this moment do not dare complain e 


Nay, more—the Nywen ſurveys thee with a fjgh— 
Then boaſt /—the envy thou, of ev'ry ſwain. 


— 
— — — 


THE TINKER, AND MILLER's DAUGHTER. 
A TALE. 


I ns meaneſt creature ſomewhat may contain, 


As PROVIDENCE ne'er makes a thing in vain. 


Upon a day, a poor and trav'ling Tinker, 


On FoxTuxs's various tricks a conſtant thinker, 


Paſs'd in ſome village near a Miller's door ; 


K Where, 


Where, lo! his eye did moſt aſtoniſh'd catch | 
The Miller's daughter peeping o'er the hatch, 
Deform'd, and monſtrous ugly, to be ſure. 


Struck with th' uncommon form, the Tinker /farted, 
Juſt like a frighten'd horſe, or murd'rer carted, 
Up gazing at the gibbet and the rope : 
7 urning his brain about, in a brown ſtudy, 
(For, as I've ſaid, his brain was not ſo muddy) 
ce *Sbud ! (quoth the Tinker) I have now ſome hope; 


% FoRT UNE, the jade, is not far off, perchance — 


And then began to rub his hands, and dance. 


Now all ſo full of love, o'erjoy'd he ran, 

Embrac'd and ſqueez d Miss GxrisT, and thus began: 
My dear, my ſoul, my angel, ſweet Miss Gzisr, 

«© Now may I never mend a kettle more, 

If ever I ſaw one like you before!“ 


Then, © nothing loth, like Eve, the nymph he kiſs'd. 


Now, very ſenſibly indeed, Miss Grisr 
Thought opportunity ſhould not be miſs'd ; 
Knowing that PRupkRv oft lets {lip a joy: 
Thus was Miss GzisT too prudent to be coy. 


For 
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For really tis with girls a dangerous farce, 
To flout a ſwain, when offers are but ſcarce. 


She did not ſcream, and cry, I'll not be woc d z 
c Keep off, you ſmutty fellow don't be rude ; 
© I'm meat for your ſuperiors, Tinker.“ — IV, 


Indeed ſhe treated not the Tinker 2 


But lo, the damſel, with her uſual ſquint, 
Suffer'd her Tinker lover to imprint 
Sweet kiſſes on her lip, and ſqueeze her hand, 
Hug her, and ſay the ſofteſt things unto her, 
And in Love's plain and pretty language woo her, 
Without a frown, or e' en a reprimand. 


Soon won, the Nywen agreed to Join his bed, 
And, when the Tinker choſe, to church be led. 


Now to the Faruk the briſk Lover hied, 
Who at his noiſy mill ſo buſy plied, 
Grinding, and taking harnd/ome toll of corn, 


Sometimes indeed 200 handſome to be borne. 


* Ho! Maſter Miller!“ did the Tinker fay— 
Forth from his cloud of flour the Miller came : 


Nice weather, Maſter Miller—charming day 


* God's very kind” —the Miller ſaid the ſamme. 


„Now, 
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Now, Miller, poſſibly you may not gueſs 
« At this ſame buſineſs I am come about: 

„ *Tis this then—know, I love your daughter Bzss :— 
There, Maſter Miller !—now the riddle's oz. 


© I'm not for mincing matters, Lord | d'ye ſee— 
I likes your daughter Bzss, and ſhe likes me.” 


«© Poh 1” quoth the Miller, grinning at the Tinker, 
© Thou doſt not mean to marriage to perſuade her 
«© Ugly as is the Dev'l I needs muſt think her, 
Though, to be ſure, tis ſaid, *twas me that made her. 


No, no, though ſhe's my daughter, I'm not lind: 
„ But, Tinker, what hath now poſſeſs'd thy mind ? 
«© Thou'rt the firſt offer ſhe has met, by Gad 


But tell me, Tinker, art thou drunk, or mad?“ 


No- i'm not drunk, nor mad,” the Tinker cry'd, 

But Bzr's the maid I wiſh to make my bride ; 
„No girl in theſe two eyes doth Ber excel.“ 

„Why, fool, (the Miller ſaid) BzT hath a hump / 

And then her zoe /—the noſe of my old pump.” 
e know it (quoth the Tinker), know it well.” 


3 « Her 
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« Her face (quoth GRIS T) is freckled, wrinkled, flat; 
« Her mouth as wide as that of my Tou Car; 


« And then ſhe ſquints a thouſand ways at once— 
Her waiſt, a corkſcrew; and her hair, how red! 
« A downright bunch of carrots on her head— 


„Why what the dev'l is got into thy ſconce?“ 


No dev'l is in ny ſconce, rejoin'd the Tinker ; 
« But, Lord | what's that to yor, if fine, I think her? 


Why, man (quoth GzisT) ſhe's fit to make a Show, 
&« And therefore ſure I am that thou muſt banter !“ 
Miller! (reply'd the Tinker) right! for know, 


<« *Tis for that very thing, a Snow, I want her.“ 


MELANCHOLY. 


HERMIONE. 
A $:1cmnG ſolitary form I roam; 


A tear on NaTurt's univerſal ſmile | 

Thou Gen1vs of my natal hour, whoſe hand 
Pierces my moments with the thorns of woe, 
When will the meaſure of my grief be full ? 
When will the filent aſp of hopeleſs love 


L Withdraw 
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Withdraw his fang of torment from my heart ? 
How lately joy was mine - but where is joy, 
That cheerful pour'd a ſunſhine o'er my ſoul ? 
Gone | like the laſt, laſt ſun, to fink in night, 


NarTure's laſt night, and gild a morn no more! 


Enter CaMilia. 
My lov'd Hermione, I heard thy ſigh, 
And left my ſleep to ſoften thy affliction. 
Why killeſt thou that gentle frame with weeping ? 
Sorrowing, thou ſeemeſt to delight in woe, 
And feed exiſtence upon ſighs and tears. 


HrRMIONE. 


Camilla, the dread ſilence of the hour 
Suits but too well the colour of my ſoul. 
Nichr, who to others brings the balm of ſleep, 
And happy dreams to ſoothe the peaceful breaſt, 
Pours on ny wakeful eye, far diff rent gueſts ; 
The fouleſt, darkeſt demons of deſpair. 
Lorn, at the midnight hour, when all is huſh'd, 
I wander reſtleſs ; ſadly now I fit, 
My brimfull eyes for hours both motionleſs, 


Swimming with woe, towards the paſſing Moon, 


Who 


* 

* 

H 

hn 

8 

x 
* 

* 

1 * 

2 
* 
by 
ifs 
4 

* 
5% 
4 
+; 
* 
* 
Lo 
a) 
4 
© 
% 
* 
1 


* 
"I 
q 
7 
% 
2 
1 
i 
* 
* 
© 0 
7 
4 
4 
,- 4 
: 
OY: 
5 
| 
* 
: 4 
4 
— 
f. 
1 
* 
» 
- 
%, 
_ 


PINDARIAN A. 39 


Who on me, as ſhe lonely glides along, 
Caſts a pale beam of melancholy light, 
That ſeems a ray of pity on my fate. 


THE DRUID HYMN TO THE SUN. 


O SACRED fount of life to ALL. 
Before thy glorious beam we fall, 
And ſtrike with raptur'd hand the lyre; 
To thee we lift our wond'ring eyes; 
To thee the hymn of morn ſhall riſe, 
And bleſs thy mounting orb of fire. 


Chorus. 


Hail to that Ors, from whoſe rich fountain flow 
Beams that illume and glad the world below. 


Unſeen by thee had Naruzxt mourn'd ; 
No ſmile her Zthiop cheek adorn'd ; 

Pale Nich had ſpread her ſpectre'd reign, 
And death-like Horror rul'd the ſcene. 


4 Chorus. 


| 2 
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Chorus. 
All hail the beams that Nicur deſtroy, 
And wake an opening world to joy | 
Bright ſpreading o'er the VasT of gloom, 
That chaſe the ſpectres to their tomb. 


TO CHLOE. 


Cntox, no more muſt we be billing 


There goes my laſt, my poor laſt ſhilling: 


Vile FoxTuNE bids us part! 
Yet, CxLos, this my boſom charms, 
That, when thou'rt in another's arms, 


I ftill poſſeſs thy Heart. 


ForTUNE's a whimſical old Dame, 
And poſſibly may bluſh with ſhame 


At this her freak with zune: 
But ſhould ſhe ſmile again, and offer, 


Well fll'd with gold, an ample coffer, 


I'll ſend the key to Thee. 


THE 


3 * n 1 an a 
= 3 „ — D ** 9 5 + "ar . a * 
q A” SOA ri . 7 * * 2 vFs £3 1 * as PF on 4 g * N . N 


* 
A 


' — * N 1.8 J 4 NT 3 | ö 
b r : J ; 0, BY * 7 = Bo „ 2 1 y g 
ä ˙- 
Fl a. * 


» 
1 A 5 N a+ 5 
OO unn nm 


PITIN DAR IAN 4. 


THE BLIND BEGGAR. 


W «.cour, thou Man of Sorrows, to my door 
A willing balm thy wounded heart ſhall find ; 
And lo, thy guiding Doc my care implores ! 
O haſte, and ſhelter from th' unfeeling wind. 


Alas! ſhall Mis'xy ſeek my cot with ſighs, 
And humbly ſue for piteous alms my ear; 
Yet diſappointed go with lifted eyes, 


And on my threſhold leave th' upbraiding tear? 


Thou boweſt for the pity I beſtow : 


Bend not to me, becauſe I mourn diſtreſs ; 
I am thy debtor—much to hee I owe; 


For learn—the greateſt bleſſing is to Bleſs. 


Thy hoary locks, and wan and pallid cheek, 
And quiv'ring lip, to fancy ſeem to ſay, 
© A more than common BROGGAR we beſpeak ; 


A form that once has known a happier day.” 


M 


Thy 
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Thy ſightleſs orbs, and venerable beard, 
And, preſs'd by weight of years, thy palſied head, 


Though filent, ſpeak with tongues that ft be heard, 


Nay, muſt command, if VIx ru be not dead. 


Thy ſhatter'd, yet thine awe-inſpiring form, 
Shall give the village-lads the ſoften'd ſoul, 

To aid the victims of LIrR's frequent ſtorm, 
And ſmooth the ſurges that around them roll; 


Teach them, that Poverty may MRI ſhroud ; 
And teach, that VI ru may from Miszzy ſpring ; 
Flame like the lightning from the frowning cloud, 
That ſpreads on NaTurez's ſmile its raven wing. 


O let gie own the heart which pants to bleſs ; © 
That nobly ſcorns to hide the uſeleſs ſtore z 
But looks around for objects of diſtreſs, 


And triumphs in a ſorrow for the poor 


When Heaven on man is pleas'd its wealth to ſhow'r, 
Ah, what an envied bliſs doth Heaven beſtow ! 
To raiſe pale Merit in her hopeleſs hour, 
And lead DRS ON DEN CE from the tomb of Wosz ! 
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PINDARIANA 43 
Lo, not the little birds ſhall chirp in vain, 


| And, hov'ring round me, vainly court my care; 
While I poſſeſs the life-preſerving grain, 
Welcome ye chirping tribe to peck your ſhare. 


How can I hear your ſongs at SezinG's return, 
And hear while Sum ſpreads her golden ſtore ; 
Yet, when the gloom of WINTER bids ye mourn, 
Heed not the plaintive voice that charm d before 


Since FoRTUNE, to my cottage not unkind, 
Strews with /me flowers the road of life for me, 
Ah! can humanity deſert my mind ? 


Shall I not ſoften the rude flint for Thee ? 


Then welcome, BzcGar, from the rains and ſnow, 
And warring elements, to warmth and peace; 

Nay, thy companion too ſhall comfort know, 
Who ſhiv'ring ſhakes away the icy fleece. 


And lo, he lays him by the fire, elate ; 
Now on his Maſter turns his gladden'd eyes ; 


Leaps up to greet him on their change of fate, 
Licks his lov'd hand, and then beneath him lies, 


A hut 
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4 PINDARIAN 4A, 
A hut is mine, amidſt a ſhelt'ring grove ; 
A Hermit there, exalt to Heav'n thy praiſe ; 


There ſhall the village children ſhew their love, 
And hear from thee the tales of other days. 


There ſhall our feather'd friend, the bird of morn, 
Charm thee with oriſons to opening day; 

And there the red-breaſt, on the leafleſs thorn, 
At eve ſhall ſooth thee with a fimple lay. 


When FarzE ſhall call thee from a world of woe, 


Thy friends around ſhall watch thy cloſing eyes ; 
With tears, behold thy gentle ſpirit go, 


And wiſh to join its paſſage to the ſkies. 


ANACREONTIC SONG. 
TO MY LUTE. 


War ſhade and what illneſs around! 
Let us ſeek the lov'd cot of the Fair ; 

There ſoften her ſleep with thy ſound, 
And baniſh each phantom of care. 
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The Vircin may wake to thy ſtrain, 

And be ſooth'd, nay, be pleas d with thy ſong : 
Alas! ſhe may pity the ſwain, 

And fancy his ſorrows too long. 


Could thy voice give a ſmile to her cheek, 
What a joy, what a rapture were mine | 


8 Then for ever thy fame would I ſpeak 

: O my Lute, what a triumph were thine ! 
$ Ah! whiſper kind love in her ear, 

And ſweetly my wiſhes impart ; 

x T4 : 

; Say, the ſwain who adores her, is near ; 


Say, thy ſounds are the ſighs of his heart. 


A PASTORAL SONG. 


Faxzwsrs, O farewell to the day, 
That ſmiling with happineſs flew ! 
Ye verdures and bluſhes of Mar, 


Ye ſongs of the linnet, adieu ! 
N In 
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In tears from the vale I depart ; 
In anguiſh I move from the Fats : 

For what are thoſe ſcenes to the heart 
Which ForxTunz has doom'd to deſpair ? | 


Loves frowns, and how dark is the hour! 
Of RayTuRt, departed the breath | 

So gloomy the grove and the bow'r, 
I tread the pale valley of DzaTu. 


With envy I wieder forlorn, 


At the breeze which her beauty has fann'd ; 
And I envy the bird on the thorn, 


Who fits watching the crumbs from her hand. 


I envy the lark o'er her cot, 

Who calls her from ſlumber, fo bleſt ; 
Nay, I envy the nightingale's note, 

The Syren who fings her to reſt. 


On her hamlet, once more let me dwell— 


One look | (the J comfort !) be mine 


O PLrzasvurs, and DRLIA, farewell! 


Now, Sorrow, I ever am thine, 


Tax 


63 
" 
wo 
*<5 : 
who 
* 
2 
1 
. 
We : 
% 
>4Y 
* 
8 
1 
{28 
x 
= 4 * 
þ > 
N U 
* 
: 
17 


8 
= 
5 
4. 


7 
15 
N 
t © _ 

55 b 
_ 
* 
3 
I 

* 
: 
? 
* 
** 
* 


n 


* - 
4 * 4 * * ö — 
LE 2 * > « * 
117 „ 2 OX 4 9 * p Gs 20 — N 
DO IS. © * 
(1 „ „ . 


PINDARIAN A. 
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TX not, O Parſon, the GREAT Au THOR or NATURE 
with cruelty to his creatures. 


Too often doſt thou impudently endeavour to put off 
thy folly for his wiſdom. 


Thy anathemas are not his anathemas; nor is his morality 
thy morality. 
O think not, that, like the Loxy Mayor of Lonpoxn, he 


puniſheth the ſale of every article on the Sabbath-day, 
except Milk and Mackarel. 


GOOD FRIDAY. 
Sm Hangy, a high prieſt, aad deep divine, 
Ambitious much mid modern Saints to ſhine, 
On a Good Friday evening took an airing :— 
Not far had he proceeded, ere a ſound 
Did the two ears of this good prieſt aſtound; 


Such as loud laughs, commix'd with ſome ſmall ſwearing. 


Now in an orchard peep'd the Knight ſo ly, 
With ſuch a ſtaring, rolling, frenzied eye; 


Where, lo! a band of rural ſwains were bleſt ; — 
5 Tos 
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Too proud to join the crew, he wav'd his hand, 


Beck ning to this unholy playful band 


Forth came a boy, obedient to the Prieſt, 


« What wicked things are ye all doing here, 

© On this moſt ſolemn day of all the year? 

ce Playing 20 ſkittles,” ſaid the {imple lad: 

« Playing at ſkittles Devils, are ye mad? 

For what ?”'—© A Jack-aſs, Sir, the boy replies 
* A Tack-aſs!” roars the Prieſt, with wolf-like eyes : 


« Run, run, and tell them HRAv'N will not be ſhamm'd— 


e Tell them this inſtant, that they'll all be damm d. 


I wwull, Six HARRY— , I wull, Sin HARRY — 
Then off he ſet, th' important news to carry; 

To warn them what dread torments would enſue: 
But ſuddenly the ſcamp' ring lad turn'd round, 
And thus, with much ſimplicity of ſound, 

« $;zx HARRY, muſt the Fack-afs be damn'd too? 
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PR ETE-YARSMATD. 


OwzeT Nvurk, with teeth of pearl, and dimpled chin, 
And roſes that would tempt a ſaint to ſin, 
Daily to thee fo conſtant I return; 
Whoſe ſmile improves the coffee's ev'ry drop, 
Gives tenderneſs to ev'ry ſteak and chop, 
And bids our pockets at expences ſpurn. 


What YouTn, well powder'd, of pomatum ſmelling, 
Shall on that lovely boſom fix his dwelling ? 


Perhaps the War ER, of himſelf fo full! 
With zhee he means the coftee-houſe to quit 


Open a tavern, and become a cit, 


And proudly keep the head of the Black Bull. 


Twas here the Wits of Anna's Attic age 
Together mingled their poetic rage; 
Here PRIOR, Por, and ADpisoNn, and STEELE ; 


Here PARNELL, SwirT, and BoLIiNGBROXKE, and Gar, 


Pour'd their keen proſe, and tun'd the merry lay, 


Gave the fair toaſt, and made a hearty meal, 
O Twas 
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"Twas here, o'er fragrant coffee to unbend, 
The W1rs their epigrams ſo happy, penn'd, 
And bade in madrigals a Cator ſhine 


A Mika, a BtLinpDa, and a PrilLis, 


Who boaſted roſes poſſibly, and lilies, 
Such as now deck that cheek and breaſt of thine. 


Nun of the roguiſh ſmile, which thouſands * 
Give me another, and another ſteak, 

A kingdom for another ſteak, but giv'n 

By y fair hand, that ſhames the ſnow of heaven. 


Give me a glaſs of punch, O ſmiling laſs, 
And let thy luſcious lip embalm the glaſs— 
Touch it, and ſpread a charm around the brim : 
Health to thy beauties, Nancy, and may Timt 
Ne'er meddle with thy preſent healthful prime, 
Thy ringlets ſpoil, and eyes of di'monds dim. 


Lo, from each box thy lute-ton'd voice to hear, 
YouTa nimbly turns him round, with wanton leer; 
Nay, wrinkled Ac himſelf, with locks ſo white, 
Findeth within a kind of baſtard fire, 
Whoſe mouth, poor cripple, watering with deſire, 
Opes toothleſs on thy beauties in delight. 
5 
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How for thy lamb-like fleſh he ſeems to hunger ! 


51 


\ He feels himſelf a pair of ages younger! 

? Tell me again, O Nxurn, whoſe happy arms 
Are doom'd, for life, to circle thoſe bright charms, 

: And to that boſom give brave girls and boys ? 

{ That lucky lot, alas! will ne'er be ue. 1 
[| A gaze, a ſqueeze, perchance a kiſs divine, | 
4 Muſt form the bounds, O Naxcr, of my joys: | 

. Yet if rich favours, far beyond a ſmile | | 

: So kind, thy Poet's moments to beguile, 


Thou wiſheſt to beſtow |l—in Lovz's name give em; 
And, thankful, on my knees will I receive em. 


ANACREONTIC. 


3 0 N. 


Wu o dares talk of hours ? Seize the bell of that clock; 
Seize his hammer, and cut off his hands : 1 
To the bottle, dear bottle, I'll ſtick like a rock, it 
And obey only PLeasurt's commands. 


. Let 
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Let bim ſtrike the ſhort hours, and hint at a bed— 
Waiter, bring us more wine—what a whim |! 

Say, that Tux, his old maſter, for Topers was made, 
And not jolly Topers for Him. 


— 
hdd 


— — 
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O Man, be not puffed up with the pride of offspring, as 
the triumphs of Para are too often ſmiled at in ſecret by 
wiſer MAMA. 


ODE TO A HEDGE-SPARROW, 


NURSING A YOUNG CUCKOO. 


An, whining, anxious, reſtleſs bird ! 
Thou art a fool, upon my word : 
Now on the buſh, and now upon the ground ; 
Now hov'ring o'er my head, and ſaying 
Such bitter things—now begging, praying, 
Poor wretch, ſurveying me ſo ſharp all round. 


Imploring me to leave the neſt, 


Where all thy deareſt wiſhes reſt. 


How buſy thou in catching grub and fly, 
As ſoon as dewy morning paints the ſky ; 


Now 
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Now twitt'ring near the neſt ſuch trains of joy, 
Proclaiming to the world a hopetul boy | 


Great is thy triumph in thy fancied child ! 
Immenſe thy pride—thy ecſtaſy how wild ! 
Yet not one trait of thee doth he diſplay : 


Indeed thou never didſt get the youth 


And more to tell thee an unpleaſant truth, 
His father will be here the Firſt of May. 


Nor ſingular art thou—for, lo ! 
A little gameſome Knight we know, 
Who foſters children loves them to diſtraction; 
Shews them about from morn to night, 
Drinking ſuch draughts of rich delight 


From ev'ry feature—ſo much ſatisfaction | 


Sees his own eyes, own mouth, own lip, own ear, 
Own noſe, own dimple, in each pretty Dr ar |— 
But who's the real parent ?!—Am'rous JohN, 


Good-natur'd fellow, made them ev'ry one. 


PIN DARIA NA. 


TO ANAC RE ON. 


Gnosr of ANACREON, quit the ſhades, 
And with thee bring thy ſweet old lyre ; 

To praiſe the firſt of Britiſh Maids, 
Whoſe charms will ſet thy ſoul on fire. 


But hold—'twere better keep away— 
Of juſtice muſt thy harp deſpair ; 
Which ſuited very well % day, 
That ſaw no Damſel half fo fair. 


THE CAPTIVE QUEEN. 


The Lines are ſuppoſed to be ſpoken by a Friend of the unfortunate 
ANTOINETTE. : 


Wirn radiance roſe thy morning ſun, 
Fair promiſe of a happy day; 


But, luckleſs, ere it reach'd its noon, 


The fiend of darkneſs dimm'd the ray. 
3 What 
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What though the brighteſt gifts are thine, 
And diſtant nations pour thy praiſe; 


While, raptur'd, on thy form divine 
The eyes of Lovz and Wo DER gaze? 


The voice of Joy, for ever mute, 

Muſt yield to fighs that mourn in vain 
And Pity, come with ſweeteſt lute, 

To ſoothe thy ſorrows with her train. 


The Syren Horz, who won thy ear, 


Muſt charm no more the dangerous hour ; 
The warning voice of ravens, hear, 


That croak thy doom on yonder tower. 


Yet what is life, mid Hoxrox's reign, 
Where Muxzpzx's triumph cleaves the ſky ; 
Where heaves with death the groaning ſcene, 


And dungeons loud for vengeance cry ? 


Yet what is life to ſpotleſs fame ? 
And zhine to lateſt time ſhall bloom 
The blow that ſinks that beauteous frame 
Gives all the VIRTUE8s to the tomb. 
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ANACREONTIC. 


F. E, SYLVIa| why ſo gravely look, 


Becauſe a kiſs or two I took ? 


Thoſe luſcious lips might thouſands grant— 
Rich rogues that never feel the want. 

So little in a kiſs I fee, | 

A hundred thou mayſt take from me. 


But ſince, like miſers o'er their ſtore, 
Thou hat'st to give, though running o'er ; 
I ſcorn to cauſe the ſlighteſt pain, 

So pr'ythee take them back again ; 

Nay, with good int'reſt be it done 
Thou'rt welcome to take ten for one. 


IMEX. 
O Tims, tis childiſh, let me ſay, 


To give, then take a grace away ; 
The Damſel from her charms to ſever, 


So pleas'd to keep them all for ever, 


When 
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When CvxrhIA tires with conq'ring hearts, 
And ſays, O Tins, receive my darts; 
Her beauties are a lawful prize— 


Then take the lightnings of her eyes. 


Pluck all the roſes from her cheek, 
And root the lilies from her neck ; 
Her dimples ſeize, her ſmile, her air, 
And with them make a thouſand fair. 


ODE TO JEALOUSY. 


Avauxr, thou ſquinting Has, whoſe liſt'ning ear 
| Seizes on every whiſþer—whole owl's eye, 
When N1icur's dark mantle wraps the ſilent ſphere, 
Stares watchful of each form that paſſeth by! 


Thou Fiend, what bus'neſs haſt thou here on earth, 
Diſſenſion- breeder, from thy very birth? 
How much more of the ſerpent than the dove / 
J cannot gueſs thine errand: to this world 
By thee is NATURE 7Zopſy-turvy hurl'd | 
And nearly ruin'd the ſoft land of Loys ! 


Q Speak 
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Speak I but to my neighbour's WIE ſo kind, 
And ſay, Pray how d'ye do, my deareſt Ma'am * 
Behold, a tempeſt ſwells the hy/ſband's mind, 
Who gives my ſweet civility a d-mn : 
For, lo, thy wickedneſs at once adorns 
His trembling temples with a brace of horns, 


The inſtant thou behold'ſt a married Pair, 
| Adieu, alas | the pleaſures of the Fats | 
Farewell, of Bzxzpicx, the wedded bliſs ! 
Scarce canſt thou let the honey-moon go by, 
When, hark! the keen reproach !—the lady's ſigh ! 
Dead the fond ſqueeze, and mute the chirping kiſs! 


W Watch him''—thou whiſper'st in the woman's ear, 
<« Open his letters—pick his pockets, Ma'am— 
c Somewhat will be difcover'd, never fear; 
ce Something to daſh the monſter's cheek with ſhame. 


«© Ken him amid the harlots at the play; 
Nor let your eyes a ſingle moment ſtray : 
« He catches a lewd ſquint, if yours are blinkers : 
© Make him look ſtrait on, forward to the Page z 
« And, on refuſal, tell him, in a rage, 
« You'll 'give him, coach-horſe like, a pair of winkers.” 
ANA- 
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ANACREONTIC. 


Oran from me thoſe lightnings dart; 
On others bid thy beauty ſhine: 
Beyond the hopes of this ſad heart, 


I view that peerleſs form, to pine. 


Whilſt ev'ry ſhepherd ſings her praiſe, 
"Tis mine of Sylvia to complain; 
Made a poor pris'ner while I gaze, 


I feel in ev'ry ſmile a chain. 


ODE TO THE LADIES OF ENGLAND. 


PETER more than ſuſpecteth, that a few Paſſages of his Works have 
given offence to his fair Countrywomen—PETER's contrition thereat,, 
and violent reſolution. 


Lins, I ſhould be forry—griev'd indeed, 

Could I once write what you would bluſh to read ; 
But that ſame Poet clepped IRAN FoxTains 

Was verily the taſte and admiration 

Of all the Ladies of the Gallic nation, 


Quoted and toaſted o'er and o'er again. 
| What! 
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What! wound of Britiſh Maids the tender ear, 
Who, when to Nymphs of other realms compar'd, 
(And lo, on numbers have theſe eye-balls ſtar'd) 

Are, as rich Burgundy to dead Small Beer | 


Our Poet Por x, againſt a naughty word 


Proteſted—/eeming too to ſhut his door; 
Pronouncing all obſcenity, abſurd 

That ribaldry was folly—nothing more : 
Yet Maſter PoE, who Decexcy ſo flatters, 


Plumps boldly into certain wicked matters. 


Now this I do diſlike in Maſter Por 
At gluttony a man ſhould never bark, 


On dainties, who is pleas'd his mouth to ope, 


And guttling ſwallow plates-full like a ſhark. 


Miſs HtLo1ss, that warm young laſs, I ween, 


Says things that cover Mops TY with ſhame : 


I muſt confeſs I never ſaw Mineteen 


Pour ſuch an Etna forth of am'rous flame. 


And lo again the Lock, the raviſh'd Lock ! 
Too oft the lines give MopzsTy a ſhock : 
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Warm 


ä Botgt fe EE ATT * 


PINDARIAN A. 6r 
Warm inuendos bid her bluſhes riſe : 
Yes, often I've heard Mops rv declare 
«© That many a line indeed has made her Hare; 
che knew not where to look—where fix her eyes.” 


The Wife of Bath, and eke the lovely May, 
Held language horrid for our chafter day. 


Were PETER now to ſing in ſuch a ſtyle, 

What Lady-mouth would yield the Bard a ſmile ? 
No |l—frowns would fill their faces in its ſtead. 

And yet, ye Dames ſo chaſte, thoſe tales are read 


| I ſee no lips with bluſhing anger ope, 
N And cry, * I loath the naſty leaves of Porz.“ 


Nay more, my dear young Miſſes, and grave Dames, 
Who read with fear my ſongs of darts and flames ; 

Speak—is not Port an idol mid your books? 
Does not Saint Patrick's Dean, ſo void of grace, 
Among your leathern fav'rites ſhew his face, 


Whoſe many a leaf ſhould only lodge with cooks ? 


Since then the lightnings of the Ladies eyes 
Knock not the mem'ries of hoſe Poets down, 


It ſtriketh me indeed with huge ſurpriſe, . | 


That PzTzR's purer line ſhould feel a frown. = 
R They | 
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They wounded Mopksrv with verſe unchaſte ; 
I with a twig of Pindus ſcarcely fruck her: 
They ſtripp'd her naked juſt claſp'd her waiſt, 
And delicately only touch'd her zucker. 


Yet is there, is there one ſweet Britiſh Prude, 
Who will not read my rhymes—miſtruſting harm ? 
Let not my volumes on the Nywen intrude, 
And ring to CyasTiTyY the wild alarm; 
Make in her pretty panting heart a riot, 
Demanding months to bring it back its quiet. 


Tales of a Damſel kind, and ſighing Lover, 
Holding of Love's choice ſpice a little, 


But not to bid it boil tempeſtuous over. 


Ev'n Aon delighteth in an am'rous tale; 
 Lovs warms his inſide like a pot of ale; 
Thaws his cold heart, and makes it beat ſo cheery ! 
His eyes, that, owl-like, wink'd upon the day, 
Burſt open with a keen and twinkling ray, 
And, lo! he hugs and kiſſes his old Deary. 


Why then forbid them ?—ſuch we muſt approve ; 
And woe to mortals who are foes to Love ! 


Might be indulg d to warm Dame Nature's KerTLE, 


Ag 
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As long as this our ſyſtem holds together, 
Love will ſtand bruſh, againft all wind and weather. 


Yet ſhould my fav'rite Britiſh Maids and Dames 
Refuſe to read my rhymes on darts and flames, 
And other pretty little trifling things, 

The fount from which ſuch nat'ral rapture ſprings ; 


Ladies of France, I think my ſong 
To you in future muſt belong: 
Yes, yes, for you the Bard ſhall form the ſtrain— 
And then, who knows? it may be ſo, I wor, 
The Dames may cry, © Thoſe Iſlanders have got, 
« Ye Gods! an abſolute FoNTAINE. 


ce Refuſe to read him Ino, Heay'n bleſs him Ino: 
Lord! let his wild imagination flow 

ce Baniſh the Loves lO what a Gothic ſweep ! 

«© The World at once, ſo dull, would fall aſleep !” 


So help me, Grace | I ever meant to pleaſe— 
E'en now would I aſk pardon on my knees : 

If aught I've finn'd, the ſtanza muſt not /ve— 
Bring me the knife I'll cut the wanton page, 
Which puts my lovely readers in a rage : 


23 
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But hark | they cry, © Barbarian, we forgive 
A thouſand 


— 
— — DEI IVE. ↄö ” "I 
” , * 
. 


64, 


PINDARTIAN A. 


— — 


— 2 


— 


10 CYNTHIA. 


Wuar danger lurks in thoſe bright eyes 
Lo, by their fire thy Poet dies: 


Vet bravely let me meet my doom 


And ſince to thee I owe my death, 


I beg thee, with my parting breath, 
To let thy boſom be my tomb. 


ANACREONTIC. 


An! wherefore did I daring gaze 
Upon the radiance of thy charms ? 
And, vent'ring nearer to their rays, 


How dar'd I claſp thee in my arms ? 


That kiſs will give my heart a pain, 
Which thy ſweet pity will deplore : 
Then, CyVNTHIA, take the kiſs again, 


Or let me take ten thouſand more. 
g 


A thouſand thanks t'ye all, my charming creatures; 
What goodneſs, kindneſs, reigns in female natures | 


Haepy 
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H arey art thou, O Man, who waſt not born amidſt the 
luxuries of life. | 

Lucky art thou who canſt eat the fmple fare; whoſe 
noſe turneth not up at a boiled leg of mutton and turnips, 
or bacon and eggs. 

Health waketh with thee at ' morn, and accompanieth 
: the ſlumbers of night. 

Art thou an Alderman, and putteſt pounds of turtle 
into thy paunch ? thou devoureſt an apoplexy. Swalloweſt 
thou hot ſauces ? thou gulpeſt rheumatiſm and gout. 

Say not wickedly, © I will not repeat the Lord's Prayer, 
as it is beneath a Gentleman to pray for bread.” 
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Curſe not ſprats and flounders ; perad venture ſprats and 


flounders might bluſh to enter the doors of thy gullet. 


** 
2 
4 
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Deem thyſelf not undone, becauſe thou poſſeſſeſt not 
more than thou oughteſt in reaſon to uſe. 

Fortunate are thouſands in having never been favourites 
of FoRTUNE. 

Context figheth not for veniſon ; ſhe lifteth not her 
eye to heaven for turbot. 

She hateth not the fight of the ſun at dinner-time ; but 
preferreth his radiance, to the greaſy light of a candle. 

Read, and learn the inconveniences of luxury, from a Dog. 

8 THE 
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THE LADY's LAP-DOG, AND THE COACHMAN, 


CuLos, a fav'rite of a rich old Dame, 
Was vaſtly delicate in all her frame ; 
Could put down nought at laſt, but nice 71d-birs : 
Nay oft, with much ſolicitation too, 
Her Miſtreſs was oblig'd to kiſs and woo, 
For fear poor tender Cnlox might have fits. 


Fat was our CyLot—like a ball of greaſe ; 
So round, a foot-ball quite, and fair her fleece. 


Oft on the Turkey carpet as ſhe lay, 

And ſleep o'er CHLOR's eye-lids did prevail; 
"Twas very very difficult to ſay 

Which was her head indeed, and which her tail. 


At length it came to paſs, that Caro” 
Did ſullenneſs and ſickneſs ſhow z 
So heavy leaving off her wanton capers; 
Gap'd, ſtretch'd, and lethargy ſhe likewiſe ſhew'd, 
Was ſick at ſtomach, (may I dare ſay /þ-w'd ?) 
And ſeem' d, poor Dog, afflicted with the vapours. 
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My Lady took her pining to her arms, 

Hugg'd her, and kiſs'd her, full of ſad alarms, 
Fearing her poor dear little ſoul would die : 

CuLox was all ſtupidity and lumpiſh ; 

Scarce lick d her hand—ſo ſullen and ſo mumpiſb, 
Nor ſcarcely rais'd the white of either eye. 


The Coachman's call'd “ O JxhU, Caror's ill; 
M Quite loſt her appetite—ſhe has no will 
To move, or ſay, poor ſoul, a fingle thing: 
« JExvu, what can the matter be—d'ye know? 
* I think, my Lady, I could cure Miſs Caro.” — 
«© Dear Jzxv, what delicious news you bring! 


© Take her, then—take her, JI EHu, to your room, 
And from her ſpirits drive this ugly gloom, 
And get her pretty appetite again. 
“% O good my Lady, never, never fear; 
« I underſtand her caſe—'tis very clear; 
“By heav'n's aſſiſtance, I ſha'nt work in vain.” 


Now to his room the Coachman bore Miſs Bitch, 
Who, looking back all wiſtful, felt no itch 

To go with Jzuu—ſtill he bears her on :— 
Arriv'd, kind Jzav offers her a bone. 


Miſs 
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68 PINDARIAN A. 
Miſs Cur.os in a paſſion ſeeks the door: 


In vain— tis ſhut—ſhe lays her on the floor, 

And whines—gets up, all reſtleſs—looks about; 
Watches the door ſo {ly, and cocks her ears ; 
So pleas'd and nimble at each ſound ſhe hears, 

In hopes (vain hopes, alas I) of getting out. 


CHrLor, like lightning, now reſolves to pals, 

Bounce from her gaoler, through a pane of glaſs, 
And, by a leap, no more in priſon groan z 

But, fearing ſhe might ſpoil her pretty chops, | 

Nay, break her neck by chamber-window hops, 
Culoꝝ moſt wiſely lets the leap alone. 


Ixnu now offer'd her a piece of liver: 
«© CrLor, do you love liver?” IEHU ſaid 
The devil take, ſhe ſeem'd to fay, © the giver :” 
So hurt the dog appear d—then turn'd her head. 


« Well, CnLoz, well—heay'n mend your proud digeſtion ; 
« 'To-morrow I ſhall aſk you the ſame queſtion.” 
The morrow (ah | a ſulky morrow) came : 
CuLos ſcarce ſlept a ſingle wink all night; 
Whining and groaning, longing much to Site; 
Calling in vain upon my Lady's name. 
„ Well, 
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PINDARTAN A. 
« Well, Chrox, can you taſte your liver?“ —“ No, 
« No, thank ye, Jznv.” “ Leave it, pretty Caro.” 
The day pals'd on—no eating? not a crumb. 
Miſs CruLoz crawl'd about the room, ſo ſad, 
Sulky and diſappointed, angry, mad; 
Now moaning, now upon her rump ſo dumb. 
At times, around on barb'rous IxHU ſquinting ; 
Such looks] not much good will to Trav, hinting. 


Another morning came—a liver meal— 

© CyLos, how ſtands your ſtomach ? how d'ye feel?“ 
© JEHv, I will zt eat? — JERHOU goes out 

What does Miſs CyLos ?—With a nimble pace, 

Runs to the liver, without ſaying grace, 


Gobbling away, with appetite /o tout; 


For now the liver ſeem'd to meet her wiſh, 


And, not half ſatisfy d, ſhe lich d the diſb ] 


J=av returns, and ſmiles — CHLOE grows good; 
Takes civilly a ſlice of muſty bread; 

Rejects from IERHu's hand no kind of food ; 
Glad on a rind of Cheſhire to be fed. 


T Jrno 
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Jznv with CHLoz to my Lady goes, 
And, triumphing, his little patient ſhows 
Not once diſcovering the coarſe mode of cure— 


Jznv had loſt his place then to be ſure. 


My Lady preſſes CHLox to her breaſt, 
Half crazy, hugging, kiſſing her—ſo bleſt 

To ſee her fav'rite ChLok's chang'd condition: 
Thank ye, good Jexu—Heav'ns, what {kill is in ye“ 
Then into Jzav's hand ſhe flips a guinea, 

And Jxnhu's thought a very fine phyſician. 


ODE TO THE POET DELILLE. 


PETER kindly congratulateth his Brother Poet on his lucky deltverance 
from a dungeon, and aſketh him queſtions concerning his poetical feelings 
Whether he meaneth to exalt Cox vEN T10N, and debaſe poor BRITAIN? 
—PETER aaviſeth the contrary, and telleth the Poet unpleaſant truths, 
with a witty compariſen.—PETER painteth, with the pencil of @ 
GREAT MASTER, the portrait of a Frenchman, in which, impudence, 
inſolence, ignorance, and ſavage cruelty, form the predominant features. 


Tanten welcome from thy dungeon, poor DELILLE 
Impriſon'd, much (I gueſs) againſt thy will, 
By that unfeeling tyrant RoßERSPIERRE: 

5 Set 
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Set free from this ſame death-encircled vault 
By one (I fear me!) not without a fault; 


In ſhort—I mean as great a rogue, BarrERE. 


Dead is all dalliance with the Muſe, I wonder : 

The guilbtine's high flood muſt damp thy fire: 
The ax, which falls upon its prey in thunder, 

Muſt bid thee touch with trembling hand the lyre. 


But Bards, like birds, can ſeldom ceaſe from finging : 
Yes, on the Mule's bells thou nα%mt be ringing ; 
Thou wilt indulge the faſcinating chime, 

Deaf to the oracle that cries Don't rhyme.” 


Speak—wilt thou praiſe Convention for its poi 'r, 
Swear BRTITAIN ſoon beneath its might muſt cow'r, 
Juſt like the wren beneath the eagle's wing ? 

Say, no ſuch thing. 


However grating to a Frenchman's ears, 
We Britons, I proteſt, have no ſuch fears : 
France, to be ſure, is huge - our Iſland little 


Vet ſpare upon our heads th' inſulting ſpittle. 


The colony of Teeth, though ſmall, 
Are little folks of reſolution ; 


And 
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| And when upon their prey they fall, 


Do a vaſt deal of execution. 


I do aſſure thee, my enquiring eyes 


Have found the /ubers of the /arge/t ſize. 


'Tis pleaſant to behold a Frenchman gape 
On the world's map : 


Aſtoniſh'd on his view to ſee advance 


Regions like France / N 


Thus I preſume the ſolitary Mole 


Deems the wide univerſe within his Hole. 


Yet let Monſieur, ſo happy, prate away; 
"Tis pity undeceive the popinjay. 


Let the pert tripping prig pronounce with pride, 
Barbarian, ſavage, all the world beſide ; 
It is his narrow nature—ceaſe then blame : 
In Afric I have ſeen on trees the apes 
Mocking at man, with grins and antic ſhapes, 
Who of our ſpecies thou ght the very ſame. 


But 250 ſhouldſt ſhew more ſenſe, my friend DLL : 
Then pr'ythee take from me a little pill ; 
+ | Then 
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Perhaps tis ſomewhat bitter — never mind it: 


It cureth puppyiſm I hope thow'lt find it. 


Pride not thyſelf becauſe a Frenchman born ; 
Thy fame is then upon the hope forlorn * 
Doom'd not far diſtant ages to explore: 
Learn to deſpiſe thy CounTRYy—'tis a fool, 
Cruel, and of HvrOcRILSv's dark ſchool, 


Tyrannic, ſavage, rotten at the core. 


So much for France—forgive me, lucky Bard— 
But Vics ſhould ever meet his fair reward: 

Yes, let me drag the monſter from his den— 
This trifling Ode perchance may rouſe thy gall ; 
If angry, bid thy rage on Juſtice fall, 

The goodly GoppzEss who now guides my pen. 


TRANSLATION FROM GALLUS. 


Ar morn, if CVN TH meet my fight, 
Tis fweet Avurora's bluſhing light; 
And if at eve ſhe croſs my way, 

The ſtar of Venus darts its ray. 
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1 A SECOND 
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A $ COND ODE 


To THE 
POET DELILLE. 


PeTER propoſeth very important queſtions, and ſuſpeFeth Mons1tur 
DELILLE of an inclination to whitewaſh the black faces of Devils — 


PETER grveth a ſublime deſcription of French Liberty—PETER putteth 
DELILLE in mind of NATURE's niggard allowance to every man 
of one head only, and of an inconvenience ariſing from the Iſs, of it, 
on account of the difficulty of procuring another —PETER ſagely adviſeth 


him to beware of BARRERE, and think of a return to his dungeon— 


PETER pictureſquely deſeribeth the ſupports of French Liberty—fore- 
telleth the humbled ſtate of the mighty ReFoR MERS—PETER odjetFeth 
not to a general intellectual illumination, but ſeemeth to think that a 
Frenchman's attempt muſt produce only a national conflagration ; 
PETER thus fancying every Frenchman a mad Quixote—PETER again 
kindly inviteth his brother Bard to England, and concludeth with a 
flaming trait of BARRERE. 


Nuo that could fave his ſhip, would ſuffer wreck ? 
1/ho warble with a rope about his neck? 


Who in the Tiger's mouth would keep his head, 
With pow'r to draw it from a place ſo dread ? 


Abo, midſt the Charnel's melancholy glooms, 
Would mingle with the refuſe of the tombs, 
With legs to bear him to the fragrant day, 


From reeking bones, and HoxroR's haunt, away? 


And 
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And yet thy ſong may ſtay perhaps to bleſs 
A dark divan of Devils—yes, 

Full of their deeds may flow the flatt'ring rhyme ; 
Which ſong may ſtoutly ſwear that ArHENS, Rowe, 
c Ne'er rais'd to LIBERTY an equal dome, 


&« So ſacred, ſo ſtupendous, ſo divine !” 


Yet what is it to REeason's ſober eye? 
A monſtrous flaughter-houſe that taints the ſky : 
Within a day—perchance one LITTLE HOUR, 
Thy courteous Tong, which ſoothes with ſweeteſt ſound, 
Turn'd by the people's thunder, will be found, 
All of a ſudden, vinegar ſo four | 


What is the madding MILLIOx's ſhouting breath? 

Black Muzpzx's orgies—the wild howl of DEATH! 
Then quit thy Country—yes, diſclaim thy mother: 

Mind |—on thy ſhoulders ſtands one ſimple head; 


Mind me, but one and when that one is fled, 


"Twill puzzle thee, I think, to get another. 


Since, then, this head is t yet gone, 


Take PzTzr's counſel, man, and keep it on. 


BaRRERE'S red paws are ready now to ſtart ; 


Perhaps to plunge in thy devoted heart. 
5 Lo, 
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Lo, at his voice (to SaTaNn's near akin) 
The dungeon gapes perhaps to let zhee in; 
Opes his dark jaws, amid the ſpectred gloom, 
For thee, a ſecond time to raiſe thy moan ; 
Breathe the vain wiſh, and heave the helpleſs groan— 
Thou'lt be well furniſh'd both with ime and room. 


The columns of your Liberty, DRArn knows, 
Are cannon, ſwords, and bayonets, and ſpears ; 
The Angels who this glorious pile compoſe, 
Hyznas, Tygers, Jackalls, Wolves and Bears: 
Inſtead of adamant for a foundation, 


The groaning carcaſes of half the nation. 


Dread, of Apvxksrry the humbling pow'r— 
Sharp are her whips of wire, and hard her bats : 
What ſad humility awaits the hour 


When LoxpLy Lions grind poor mice with cats“ 


When Jovn's own EAGLE leaves his ſky for bogs, 
Cracks ſnails with crows, and feaſts with croaking frogs ! 
Yet this, you wand rows men muſt do ere long, 


If Tzurz (who ſeldom fails) awaits my ſong. 
Yes, 
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Yes, be illumin'd, rev'rend Acr and YouTu ; 
With you I'd tear up SuegrsTITION'S root, 

Dark Fiend | who from the ſacred hand of TRUTA 
Dares ſnatch her torch, and cruſh it under foot, 


This were Dams WISspou's act; but, let me add, 


W1sDoM and Francs are foes—for Francs is mad. 


What voice to reaſon can a Frenchman bring ? 
Go, bid with lullaby the tiger ſleep ; 


Bind with a ſpider's web, the whirlwind's wing ; 
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And with the wren's ſmall plume, keep down the Deep. 


Wrap the black ſurge within thy hand, /o wiſe, 
And ſmother its wild thunder on the ſkies. 


Pr'ythee take counſel, man, and haſte away : 
'Tis vaſtly ſafer, I aſſure thee, here, 

Since Murder is the order of the day, 
And venom feeds the heart of black BARRRRE. 


BARRERE! who, when in hell he ſhews his face, 
Each frighten'd Dev'l at once will fly the place. 
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FROM ANACRE ON. 
UPON HIMSELF. | 


Ox fragrant myrtles let me lie, 
And Lovs, my {lave, the wine ſupply. 
Too ſoon we ſeek the Stygian gloom : 
Tims flies; and, ſince to duſt we go, 
Why idly bid the incenſe flow, 
And ſpill the juice upon the tomb? | 


Ah! rather let me quaff the wine, 
And bid the roſe my brows entwine, 


Then pr'ythee, Love, delight my heart, 
Ere Drarn diſpatch his certain dart, 
And bring a CaLos to my arms, 


MAY DAY. 


Tus daiſies peep from ev'ry field, 
And vi'lets ſweet their odour yield; 
The purple bloſſom paints the thorn, 
And ſtreams reflect the bluſh of morn, 


While youth, while health the boſom warms— 


Then 
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Then lads and laſſes all, be gay, 
For this is NaTure's holiday. 
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Let luſty LABOUR drop his flail, 
Nor woodman's hook a tree aſſail; 
The ox ſhall ceaſe his neck to bow, 


And Clodden yield to reſt, the plough. 
Then lads, &c. 


Behold the lark in ether float, 
While rapture ſwells the liquid note 
What warbles he, with merry cheer ? 


Let Love and PLEASURE rule the year.” 
Then lads, &c. 


Lo, Sor looks down, with radiant eye, 
And throws a ſmile around his ſky ; 
Embracing hill and vale and ftream, 


And warming NaTuss with his beam. 
'Then lads, &c. 


The inſect tribes in myriads pour, 

And kiis with Zephyr ev'ry flow'r 

Shall zheſe our icy hearts reprove, 

And tell us we are foes to LOVE? 
'Then lads, &c. 
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PHILLIDAs COMPLAINT. 


Wu ar has eſtranged thy affections from me? What 
have I done, that I ſhould loſe thee? But thou art tired 
with the obje& that loves thee ; POT» becauſe her ſole 


happineſs is founded on hine. 
. 
When Nich ſpreads her ſhadows around, 
I will watch with delight on thy reſt; 
I will ſoften thy bed on the ground, 
And thy cheek ſhall recline on my breaſt, 
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Love heeds not the ſtorm, and the rain; 
On ne, let their fury deſcend : 

This boſom ſhall ſcorn to complain, 
While it ſhelters the life of a friend. 


What tempts thee to wander away? 
To another, ah | doſt thou depart ? 

Believe me, in time thou wilt ſay, 
None e' er lov'd thee like PaiLiipa's heart. 3: oi I 


Though reſolv'd from a MouzNeR to fly; 
To mem'ry thou ſtill ſhalt be dear : 
The winds ſhall oft waft thee a figh, 


And the ocean convey thee a tear. 
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POET DELILL x. 


The Lyric BARD proclatmeth the folly of the preſent French—Adviſeth 
them not to harbour paſſions degrading to humanity,—PETER, with 
wonderful fancy, pourtrayeth PRUDENCE, and PAs$8I10N.—PETER 
taketh the part of the late unfortunate Monarch and his Queen, and 
endeth his Ode with a beautiful and apt compariſon,—The Poet then 
aluftrateth the actions of the French by a moſt appoſite Tale. 


Denis, the world from laugh can ſcarce refrain— 
Moſt Sampſon-like, ye've ruin'd a rare pile: 
To ſee you building thus, all hands, again, 


On an owl's face fo grave mult plant a fmile. 


Sorrow, diſcard thy weeds, and dry thy tears— 
Prry, diſdain tembalm them with thy breath: 
They're ſinking !—lo, if aught like lite appears, 


'Tis HzALTH's „'n roſe upon the cheek of DAT. 


Once happineſs was yours, my friend, indeed— 


«© We'll have no more on't, mad ye cry'd, © away | 
Change! change! we'll cut off the Great Nation's head, 
« And try what the huge Trunk will ſay.” 


Y a 
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off goes the head 
The Nation's dead! 


Well, now tis done —the head is of—what then ? 
Ye ſeem to ſtare, like d:/appointed men. 

Where was Dams Forxts1GuT? Ah, ye lilly folk ! 
And yet it is too /erios for a joke. 


Since, then, the head is off; for Fazzpom panting, 

What is't ye look for? Lord, Dame FRRRDO's wanting; 
« Into a terrible miſtake we fall _ 

« For Tyrannwy's hard irons load us all !” 

Indeed! ye juſt have found the ſecret out! 

Ye're wiſer than ye were, good folks, no doubt! 


Alter not things when rul'd by Paſſion Why? 

Becauſe good Mapa PruDtNcs is not nigh : 

PRupENCER keeps company that's vaſtly /ober ; - 

_- PrUpeNCE is mildly-breathing, ſmiling May, 
So full of balmy bloſſoms, all ſo gay; 


Pass10N, the mad, wide-waſting, wild Ocrozkk. 


PzxupzNCcs, a pretty, pleaſing, ſtealing rill, 
Winning with eaſy lapſe its winding courſe 
Pas$10N, a torrent rough, from hill to hill, 


Tumbling and tearing, drowning man and horſe. 
PRUDENCE 
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PRUDENCE is alſo a freſh-water ecl, 
So calmly gliding through the liquid glaſs ; 
Pass10N, a porpus—tempeſts at his heel, 
Flound'ring amid old Oct an's thund'ring maſs. 


PRUDENCE is that ſmall pleaſing worm of light, 

The mild hedge-regent of the dewy night; 
A little moon to many an inſe& race, 

Who by her ſilv'ry radiance find their way, 

Nibble the faireſt flow'rs, and ſip and play, 


Gaze on their loves, dance, ogle, and embrace. 


Pass10N's a meteor, ſkipping here and there ; 
Hopping o'er hedge and ditch, and fen and pool, 
Amidſt his wild and fierce and mad career, 
Making himſelf indeed a downright fool: 
And after all, what is this hing of caper p 
A {imple child of ſtinking mud and vapour 


Why ſo enrag'd againſt poor Louis Seize, 


Who pliable did every thing to pleaſe ? 
And why in league againſt his charming Queen, 


RE VENCGCE, and Mapness, Malick, ENV, SPLEEN P 


RRVENGE's company for ever ſhun: 


Too much of danger frequently appears; 
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A kind of weak and overloaded gun, 


Burſting with horrid craſh about our ears. 


Ridiculous the triumph will be found, 
When, tor a penny's worth, we loſe a pound. 
The Moxnarcn eat a little of the State 
But ſhould ye therefore madly give him fate ? 


We ſhould not rage for trifling matters, 


And bluſt'ring kick the world about; 
It ſhows the folly of our natures, 


For a pin's head to make a rout. 


Lord! grant a little fungus on the vine 
And olive, yielding oil and juice and gladneſs ; 

Who'd root up the whole tree fort? nought but ſwine— 
Twere idiotiſm, ſtupidity, and madneſs, 


The following ſimple well-known ſtory ſhows 
What ſad misfortune from ſuch folly flows. 
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THE KNIGHT AND THE RATS. 


A Knicnrt liv'd in the Weſt not long ago, 
Like Knights in general, not erwiſe, I trow— 
This Knight's great barn was viſited by rats, 


In ſpite of poiſon, gins, and owls and cats: 


Like millers taking toll of the ſweet corn, 
Carous'd they happily from night to morn. 


Lo, waxing wrath, that neither gins nor cats, 
Nor owls, nor poiſon, could deſtroy the rats ; 

I'll nab them by a ſcheme, by heav'ns, quoth he: 
So of his neighbourhood. he rous'd the mob, 


Farmers and farmers boys, to do this job ; 


His ſervants too of high and low degree ; 
And eke the tribes of Dos, by ſound of horn, 
To kill the rats that dar'd to taſte the corn. 


This done, the Knight, reſolv'd with god-like ire, 
Ran to his kitchen for a ſtick of fire, 


From whence intrepid to the barn he ran; 


Z Much 
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Much like the Maczponian and fair Punk, 


Who, at Perſepolis ſo very drunk, : 
Did with their links the mighty ruin plan. 


Now, midſt the dwelling flew the blazing ſtick : 
Soon from the flames ruſh'd forth the rats ſo thick; 
Men, dogs, and bats, in furious war unite— 
The conquer'd rats lie ſprawling on the ground; 
The K night, with eyes triumphant, ſtares around, 
Surveys the carnage, and enjoys the ſight. 


Not e' en Acute ſaw, ſo bleſt, his blade 
Diſmiſs whole legions to th' infernal ſhade ! 


But, lo! at length by this rat-driving flame, 

Burnt was the corn—the walls down thund'ring came; 
The meaning of it was not far to learn— 

When turning up thoſe billiard-balls his eyes, 

That held a pretty portion of ſurpriſe, 
«© Zounds | what a blockhead ! I have burnt the barn ] 
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A 2 1 ls D, 
OR 
THE SONG OF THE CAPTIVE NEGRO. 


Poor Mora eye be wet wid tear, 

And heart like lead fink down wid woe; 
She ſeem her mournful friends to hear, 

And ſee der eye like fountain flow. 


No more ſhe give me ſong ſo gay, 
But figh, Adieu, dear Dowanayv.” 


No more for deck her head and hair, 
Me look in ſtream, bright gold to find; 
Nor ſeek de field for flow'r ſo fair, 

Wid garland Moza hair to bind. 


« Far off de ſtream !“ I weeping ſay, 
Far off de fields of Domanav,” 


But why do Az1D live a ſlave, 
And ſee a ſlave his Moxa dear? 
Come, let we ſeek at once de grave 
No chain, no tyrant den we fear. 
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38  _PINDARIANA. 
Ah, me! I hear a ſpirit ſay, 


© Come, Azip, come to Domanav.” 


Den gold I find for thee once more, 
For thee to fields for flow'r depart ; 
To pleaſe de idol I adore, 


And give wid gold and flow'r my heart. 


Den let we die and haſte away, 
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And live in groves of DoManar. 
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TO CYNTHIA 


An, what an envious rogue is TM, 
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Who means one day to crop thy prime |! 
This were a barb'rous deed, I vow-— 
If thus the Tyrant can behave, 
Lord, let us diſappoint the knave, 
And let me take thoſe beauties ow. 
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THE CRUELTY OF ANEAS 
© "FW 
QUEEN DID 0. 


] roxcrve Man almoſt any crime ſooner than barbarous 
ingratitude towards charming Woman. What a brute was 
the pious Fneas to his MisrRzss, the beautiful and un- 
fortunate Quzzn of CarTraces! How eafily a Poet of 
VizciL's imagination could have given a tear to the eye, 
and a compaſſionate ſigh to the ſoul of his Hero, at 
parting with a Princeſs who had ſo hoſpitably entertained 
him, and ſo completely made him happy ; and thus, by 
adding a ſhining, amiable, and conſiſtent zrai? to his 
character, have rendered him an object of eſteem inſtead of 
eternal condemnation | But let the baſe action be recorded 


on the pyramid of Engliſh poetry, as well as of the Roman. 


When good Eneas left the widow Dipo, 

Moſt infamous towards her was his carriage ; 

«© Madam,” quoth he, all men would act as I do— 
«© You will not ſwear I ever offer” d marriage.” 
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Tis very true, cry'd Dipo, with a ſigh; 
Then from her eyes the tears began to roll ; 

And then ſhe mov'd from him, reſolv'd to die, 
And make a bonfire of herſelf, poor ſoul | 


What did the pious Hero ?—march'd on board; 
Fell faſt aſleep, and like a bull-frog ſnor'd. 


„ 


THE WOR L D. 


Tu 1s world's a charming world, I do declare — 


The man who underſtands it, I ſuppoſe, 
May, with a modicum of ſenſe and care, 
Convert with eaſe each horn into a roſe. 


But folks Become ſuch ideots, or are born; 
They change life's fragrant roſe into a thorn ; 
On ev'ry ſmile of ſunſhine, fling a cloud, 
And then on cruel Foxruns cry aloud, 


Deazry I like to ſee a Genivs ſpring, 
Mark his rich plumes, and eye his ſoaring wing; 


But 
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q But DzaTH too ſoon arreſts his eagle flight! 

: Not long upon the meteor can we gaze— 

. From the dark element, the lightning's blaze, 
That breaks, and ſudden ſhuts in pitchy Night. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH COLLINS's POEMS. 


Y Aut theſe leaves, where Col LIxs ſhines, 
Loves boaſts, alas | no golden lines; 
From Love the Bard was free : 
What loſs | what pity, that his eye 
(To give his heart the ſweeteſt ſigh) 
Beheld no Nymph like hee / 
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F AREWELL to the fragrance of morn ; 
Farewell to the ſong of the grove— 


I go from my DeL1a forlorn ; 


I go from the Daughter of Love! 


I was told that I ought not to gaze 


On the Beauty by which I'm undone ; 
3 But 


62 


— — — 8 ü — 


p TN DART A N A. 


But how could I hide from their rays ? 


What mortal can fly from the Sun? 


FROM ANACREU ON. 
ON WOMAN. 


Das NaTUuRE, from her ſtore, ſo kind, 
To bulls, the guarding horns aſſign'd, 


And arm'd with hoofs the bounding ſteed ; 


Teeth to the lion's Jaw ſhe gave ; 


| Fins to the tenant of the wave; 


And cloath'd the little hare with ſpeed. 


But what ſhould Narurz grant the Fair ? 
Grant !—BzavurTy's faſcinating air: 


With this the CHARMER takes the field, 


And bids the world to Woman yield. 


— — —ꝛꝛ———j — 


TO NANCY OF THE ROSE. 


ON ancy, | wilt thou go with me, 


And all the Poet's treaſure ſee, 
My garden-houſe, my temple-rooms ? 
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There ſhall I dwell on thoſe black eyes, 

And pour my tuneful ſoul in ſighs, 
| And catch thy panting breath's perfumes. 
; Will Nancy quit the noiſy bar, 9 
And ſounds that thus with muſic war, ny 
[ Of vulgar Coachman, Drayman, Porter ; | | 
1 That I may preſs thy purple lip, 1 
q And Love's delicious nectar fp, \ (i 
: And in his prettieſt language court her ? f N 
1 Ab! Nancy, now I hear thee ſay, 94 
3 It | 
I Lord bleſs us| I'm the youthful Mar, I | 
4 And you are Autumn, Sir—SzPTEMBER 1 
« And therefore we by no means ſuit.“ 
] Dear Nancy, that's the time for /rui, 
' Thou ſurely oughteſt to remember. 

Then bleſt together let us wing— 

Love only bloſſoms in the Spring. 

FROM ANACREON. 
H ASTE, let the roſes bind our hair, 
And merry jeſt and laugh prepare 
B b Behold 
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Behold a blooming Map advance 
She waves the ſpear, with ivy bound, 
And to the lute's enchanting ſound, 

With tempting foot, begins the dance. 


And, breathing balmy odours, lo, 

A youth, whoſe locks luxuriant flow ; 
The lyre he ſweeps, and ſweetly ſings, 
Accordant to the tuneful ſtrings. 


And fee, to mingle in our joy, 

With golden locks, the Paphian Boy ; 
And Bacchus too, with beauteous mien 4 
And HER, of all the Loves the Queen :— 
They come, in pleaſures to engage, 


That gild with ſmiles the gloom of Age. 


O D E. 


A NEW, AND MORAL, AND SERIOUS THOUGHT. 


How diff 'rently, at diff rent times, 
The ſelf-ſame objects ſtrike our ſenſes | 
Thus ſays Sir OxAclR, the man of rhymes ; 
And thus, to prove it, he commences. 
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Sweet are the bluſhes and the ſmiles of morn, 
The ſong of birds, and dew-beſpangled thorn, 
To ſwains whoſe hearts are perfectly at eaſe : 


sweet are the ſplendors of the golden ray, 


To ſwains prepar'd to take their early way 
To hill and vale, and wander where they pleaſe. . 


But not to ſwains the morning ſmile is ſweet, 
Dreſs'd out in irons—doom'd, ere noon, to greet 
The rope and tree, that much their ſpirits flurry 3 
They ſee, with very, very diff rent eyes, 
The ſun in all his golden robes ariſe, 
And wiſh him not to travel in a hurry. 


Sweet is the Parſon's note to ſwains at church, 


Who, lull'd to ſlumber, leave him in the lurch; 


Whom neither manners nor religion check : 
Yet, ah | moſt terrible would be, I wot, 


That Parſon's ſolemn admonition note 


To thoſe ſame ſwains with ropes about the neck. 


SONG. 
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Wurs bleeding NATURE droops to die, 
And begs from Heav'n th' eternal ſleep, 


Hard is the heart that cannot figh, 


And curs'd the eye that ſcorns to Weep. 


How rich the tear by Pity ſhed | 
How ſweet her ſighs for human woes 1 - 
'They pierce the manſions of the dead, 
And ſoothe the ſpectre's pale repoſe. 


S O NS. 
O CRUEL Maid, adieu adieu! 
Thy loſs I ever ſhall deplore ; 


A thouſand griefs my path purſue, 
And joy ſhall gild that path no more, 


Loſt to the world—of hope bereft— 
I view my fate with ſtreaming eyes— 


By Lovx forgot, by Faitndsnae left, 
By all deſerted but my fighs. 


RR ——  —— 
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MODES OF COURTSHIP. 


O Love, thy temple is a crowded Inn— 
And, ah! how various are thy ways to win ! 


DEVONSHIRE-HOB's LOVE. 


Joaxxv, my dear, wut ha poor Hos ? 

Vor I'm upon a coortin job— 
Gadswunds | Iſs leek thee, Joan ; 

I'd fert vor thee—Iſs, that Iſs wud ; 

Iſs love thee well, as pigs love mud, 
Or dogs to gna a bone. 


- * — 7 o — . 
0 . - * 4 4 * #7 9 
_ * o , ka 4 4 L > * * 3 : 
| 0 $9 on Se oye (0 
* » a” 4 n l * 1 6 . * 2 * 1 K P 
1 75 | Ne OT Ps has © : if 7 73 Nag” 2 
„„ r nt 


What thoit Iſs ban't ſo hugeous ſmurt, 
Forſooth leek voaks that go to curt ; 
. Voakes zay I'm perty vitty: 

4 Lord, Joan, a man may be alive, 

Ha a long puſs, and kep a wive, 

That ne'er zeed Lundun zitty. 


A man may ha the beſt o hearts, 
Although no chitterlins to's ſharts, 
| Ce 


And 
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And lace that gentry uze ; 
Thee'dſt vend me honeſt—Iſs, rert down, 
Altho' thee hadsn't got a gown, 


Ner ſtockings vath ner ſhooze. 


Now, Joanwr, pr'ythee dant now bliſh; 
Vor zich, Iſs wudd'n gee a riſh; 
Dant copy voakes o town: 
No, Joax, dant gee thy zel an air, 
And ren and quat, juſt leek a hare, 
And think I'll hunt thee down. 


No, that's dam voaliſh, le me zay; 

No—dant ren off, an heed away, 
Leek paltriges in ſtubble: 

No, no, the eaſieſt means be beſt ; 

Iſs can't turmoil, an looze one's reſt ; 
Iſs can't avoard the trouble. 


Now, Joan, beleek, thee waantſt to know 
About my houze-keppin and zo, 
Bevore thee tak'ſt the nooze— 
Why vleſh an dumplin ev'ry day; 
But az vor Zunday, le me zay, 


We'll ha a gud vat gooze. 
4 


Zumtimes 
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: Zumtimes we'll ha a choice ſquab-pie z 
And zum days we wull broil and vry, 


And zum days raft, ye ſlut ; 
An az vor Zyder, thee ſhat guzzle, 
Zo much, Joax, as will tire thy muzzle, 


Enow to ſplet thy gut. 


Now break thy meend, zay ** dun, an dun;“ 
I'll make thee a good huſband, mun ; 
And Joan, I'll love thee dearly ; - 
Iſs waant do leek our neighbour Fair, 
That huffth his wive, and kickth her tail, 
And draſhth her juſt leek barely. 


Joanxy, Iſs now have broke iy meend ; 
Zo ſpeak, an let the biſneſs cend, 
And dant ſtand ſhilly ſhally ; 


But if thee wutt'n—Lord, lay't alone ; 
4 Go, hang thy zel vor me, mun, Joan, 
5 I'll curt thy zeſter Maſh. 


TOM 
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TOM AND. DOLLY. 
A STABLE CANTATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


Aums e his ſtraw, as Tou, a ſtable-ſwain, 

Did ſweep and ſigh, but ſwept and figh'd in vain; 
DoLLy, the Cook, peep'd in upon her ſquire, 
And begg'd a wiſp of ſtraw to light her fire ; 

Tow gave the wiſp, and, leaning on his broom, 
Thus woo'd the ſquabby Nymph of bacon-bloom. 


AIR. 
O DorLy, not a horſe nor nag, 
Of which my ſtable loud may brag, 
Can boaſt a head like thine ; 
Nor has a ſaddle got a ſkin 
So ſleek as thy ſweet cheek and chin, 
Or doth ſo nobly ſhine. 


But thou art off, tis plainly ſeen— 

Yes, DoLLy, I have loſt the rein, 
Thou miſchievous contriver : 

To gall, alack ! my panting heart, 

I'm ſure thou art reſolv'd to part, 
And marry Dick the Driver. 


Well, 
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Well, Doll, I cannot bear it long; 

Lovs ſticks into me like a prong, 
And ſets my ſides a bleeding: 

I tell thee, DoLLy, without fibs, 

Thou haſt ſo curricomb'd my ribs, 
That I am off my feeding. 


Quzzn of the dripping-pan, O ſay, 
How canſt thou hear thy Twomas bray, 
Nor one kind anſwer utter ? 
How canſt thou ſee thy Stable- Squire 
Roaſt at thine eyes, like beef at fire, 

Nor melt away like butter ? 


But thou art grown ſo proud of late ; 

Thou cutt'ſt upon me like a plate; 
As ſhort too as a cruſt ; 

And then, with ſuch a ſcornful eye, 

Thy ſhoulders rais'd by pride ſo high, 
All like a turkey truſs'd. 


Sus, drive the Driving-dog away ; 
Give my ſtary'd Love a lock of hay, 
For I'm in woeful danger ; rs 
D d | But 


— 
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But if thou wilt not with me dwell, 
Horſes, and ſaddles, all farewell, 


Brooms, hay-loft, bin, and manger ! 


RECITATIVE, | 4 
Tou having finiſh'd in a diſmal tone, | 
Wip'd his two dropping eyes, and gave a groan ; | 
Then, ſighing, faid it was a cruel thing, 3 
Thus like a diſhclout his poor heart to wring. 3 
The Nywen, as careleſs of the hole (how ſhocking l) | 
In Tom's poor bleeding heart as in her focking, 

Low curtſying to her folemn, fighing ſwain, 
Return'd, with equal fweerneſs fraught, the ſtrain, 


AIR, 
Dear Trowas, I pity thy love; 
But, Thouas, thou wilt not expire ; 
Like a ladle of dripping "twill prove, 
That I frequently fling on the fire. 


It makes a moſt wonderful blaze, 

And frightens the chimney, no doubt; 
Sets the family all in amaze ; 

But, Tnouas, it quickly goes out. 


Before 
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Before we were married a year, 

Mighty Love, he would loſe all his forces; 
And the muſical tongue of thy Dear, 

Would yield to the neigh of thy horſes. 


I believe that thou thinkeſt ſincere, 
This ſweet paſſion would laſt all thy life; 
But too many can tell, with a tear, 


They have thought the ſame thing of a wife, 


Too often. we find, to our coft, 
That the Pass1ons are eaſily cloy'd ; 


That the object which pleaſes us 220%, 
Is the object that ne er was enjoy d. 


Love-matches may do very well, 
In worlds where folks never want meat ; 
But in this, tis with ſorrow I tell, 


We are looking for ſomewhat 20 ear. 


Dear Tous, then let me alone 


To my roaſting, and boiling, and carving 


I don't like to live on a Be. 


Lord | nothing's more diſmal than farving. 
4 To 
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To thy ſtable then ſtick all thy life ; 


That will bring thee thy meat ev'ry day: 


A houſefull of brats, and a wife 
What would they ?—why tale it away. 


S O N G. 


O Nrurn ! of Fokruxz's ſmiles, beware, 
Nor heed the Syren's flatt'ring tongue; 


She lures thee to the haunts of Cars, 


Where Sorrow pours a ceaſeleſs ſong. 


Ah! what are all her piles of gold ? 
Can thoſe the hoſts of CARE controul ? 
The ſplendor which thine eyes behold, 
Is not the ſunſhine of the ſoul. 


To Love alone thy homage pay, 
The Queen of ev'ry true delight: 
Her ſmiles with joy ſhall gild thy day, 
And bleſs the viſions of the night. 
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SEA COURTSHIP. 


SUSAN. 


Mapan! Madam! I have Juſt received a poetical BILL r- 
poux from my furious Sea-Caliban ; impudence and hu- 


mility, reſolution and weakneſs, hope and deſpair, forming 
| the ſum total. Permit me to read it. 


F. HAWSER TO SUSAN. 
# Miſs Susan, I think it in vain 
To groan any more for that face ; 
Your behaviour hath prov'd it ſo plain, 
That to others I give up the chace. 


75 Very wiſely reſolv d, Mr. Lieutenant. 


About Love, I ſhall make no more pother 
You know that I'm not very rich 
KH Yet I'd man you as well as another, 
| And ſtick to your timbers like pitch. 


Mice flicking-plaiſter indeed | 


I am out in my reck'ning, 'tis clear, 
As your frowns and your cruelties prove— 
Since I thought to have anchor'd, my dear, 
In your arms, that ſweet harbour of love, 


Very elegant, tender, and metaphorical ! 
E e Since 
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And though you ſo ſcornful are grown, 
Let juſtice be done, by the Lord | 


You're a ſmart little frigate, I own, 
As a ſeaman would wiſh for to board. 


Thank ye, Mr. Lieutenant (curtſies). 


Yet, Sus Ax, before we depart, 
And I beg thow'lt not take it unkind, 


Since your ſneers have reſtor'd me my heart, 
If I give thee a piece of my mind. 


By all means, Mr. HAwskR. 


Inſtead of my tears and my fighs, 
Which you, laughing, call'd Love's water-gruel, 


Could guineas have rain'd from my eyes, 
By G— thou hadſt never been cruel. 
Inpudent rogue 


And yet, ſhould the wind chop about, 
And thy mouth ceaſe this d-mn'd ſqually weather, 


Let us ſend for old Twume-cusmon® out, 
And ſwing in a hammock together. 


Never, never, indeed, poor ſwain. 


*The Prieſt. 


DAPHNE, 
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SONG OF THE SHEPHERDESS. 


F axzweri the beam of early day | 
Cold on the eye the valley fades 3 
The riv' let mourns upon its way, 
And ſpectres ſeem to haunt the ſhades. 


Theſe eyes, alas | no pleaſure ſee, 
Since Colix's love is chang'd from me. 


Adieu the crook he gave my hand 


Adieu the flow'rs that deck my hair I 
Go, doves, and leave your ſilken band, 
Since DarRHNE is no longer fair. 


Theſe eyes, &c. 


Let nought by Darans be poſſeſt— 
The myrtle-wreath that binds my brow ; 
The knot of love he gave my breaſt, 
Deep bluſhing for his broken vow. 
Theſe eyes, &c. 


Let 
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Let all his tokens meet his 72 
From DarRxx all his gifts depart ; 
And let me ſend with theſe a „gb, 

To tell him of a broken heart. 


Theſe eyes, &c. 
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An | fay not that the Bax D grows old — 


For what to me are paſſing years? 
I feel not Acx's palſied cold 
T o- day like yeſterday appears. 
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When Beauty beams, the world is gay! 
What mortal is not hen alive ? 

Thus kindling at its magic ray, 
Fourſcore leaps back to twenty-five. 
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ODE TO TWO MICE IN A TRAP. 


Do, Six, and Mapay, you at length are taken, 
After your dances over cheeſe and bacon, 


And taſting ev'ry dainty in your way ; 
| 5 


— . din OH S=— — - 20. 


+ 
4 
» 
"4 
p 
= 
* 
1 
I 
= 
”_ 
4 1 
3 
* 
* 
1 
a 0 
. 
Bal 
WW. 
„ for 
1 
4 
; 
| * 
; "1 


SEPT > > 


*& * \. 
1% 9D Ao 


„ : . N N 
n. e 


33 4 On: 


* 3 CP 1 
wo 13 * > 


x 

Fa 

* 

we) 
* N 5 
* 
* 
TL. 
* 
. 
3-4 
* 
* 
* 
15 
4 

: 

* 


PINDARITAN A. 


Now to my queſtion, anſwer, if ye pleaſe— 
Speak, did ye make the bacon or the cheeſe ? 
What ſort of a defence d'ye ſet up, pray ? 


Thus at free coſt to breakfaſt, dine, and ſup | 
E'en mild Jupcs BuLLER ought to hang you up, 
So full of the ſweet milk of human nature 


What ſort of fate, young people, ſhould ye chooſe ? 


In purling ſtreams your pretty mouths amuſe, 
Or feed the cat's fond jaws, that for ye water ? 


I fee you are two lovers, by your eyes 
I hear ye are two lovers by your fighs : 

But what avail your looks, or what avail 
Your ſighs ſo ſoft, or what indeed your tears, 
Or what your parting agonies and fears, 

Since Death muſt pay a viſit to your jail ? | 


Ay, you may kiſs and pant, and pant and kits, 
And put your pretty noſes through the wire ; 


Ay, peep away, ſweet Sir, and gentle Miſs ; 


No more the Moon ſhall mark your am'rous fire, 
Around the loaded pantry pour the ray, 


And guide your gambols with her ſilver day. 
Ff 


109 


Your 


©» PINDARIAN A. 


Your priſon-door now, culprits, let me ope— 


Now, now | you're off | it is a /ucky hop. 


Ye're in the right on't, nimble nymph and ſwain; 4 
Go, rogues—but if once more I catch you here |— i 
What then? what hen /—why then, I ſtrongly fear, 3 

Ye little robbers, you'll eſcape again. | 


Thus let me imitate Jupcs BuLLEr's deeds, 5 


Beneath whoſe ſentence ſcarce a felon bleeds. ; 
Who, as the fur of foxes trims his gown, 
The hand of Mzxcy lines his heart with Dow. 


= THE MISER AND THE DERVISE. 


Tus Miſer Suni on his fick-bed lying, 

Affrighted, groaning, wheezing, praying, ſighing, 
Expecting ev'ry hour to loſe his breath— 

Enter a DexvisE—* Holy Father, ſay, 

As life ſeems parting from this ſinful clay, 


W «© What can preſerve me from the Jaws of DzaTua ?” 


« A ſacrifice, dear ſon—good joints of meat, 
«© Of lamb, and mutton, for the PzizsT and Poo ; 


| | 5 « Nay, 
=. 


* 
» 
* 
* 
5 
oy 
-- 
* 
_ 
5 
* 
2 


PIN DARIA NA. 111 


« Nay, from the Koran ſhouldſt thou lines repeat, 
«© T hoſe lines may poſſibly thy health reſtore.” 


« Thank ye, dear Father | you have ſaid enough; 
«© Your counſel has already giv'n me eaſe : 

«© Now as my ſheep are all a great way off, 
<« I'll quote our holy Koran, if you pleaſe.” 


TO DE LIA. 
De, thou really doſt not know thy worth— 


NaTuRE has made a very idle blunder, 
To give thee roſes, lilies, and ſo forth, 


Eyes, dimples, merely to excite our wonder. 


See other girls, of far inferior charms | 

Behold them ſpreading through the world alarms, 
With not one quarter of thy ammunition 

Dark' ning the dangerous air with dreadful darts; 

Transfixing Lovers' livers, heads, and hearts, 
Putting the beaux into a ſad condition; 


Whilſt thou, ſo idle, mak'ſt not Man thy game, 


As though the creature were not worth thy aim. 
But, 
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But, Dz114, come —on me thy proweſs try; ; | 

Let looſe the lightnings of thy coal-black eye; 4 

Attack, purſue—T like the dangerous ftrife— 2 

Sweet Nymph, 'tis ten to one thou lay'ſt me low ; F 
Yet do not Ill me, my dear generous foe, | | 

But make me pris ner to thy arms for life. : ; 

S O N G. ; 


N 


Wurz Forrune reigns in ſplendid pride, 
What madding thouſands crowd her {brine |! 
With ſweet Simplicity their guide, 
O Lovx, how few reſort to thine / 


Fl I + Pe I 


Yet when of FoxTunz's ſmile poſleſs'd, 
The ſigh for other days they pour; 

Some ſecret ſorrow ſtings the breaſt, 
And languor-loaded crawls each hour. 


But Lovx's pure joys unſullied laſt ; 
His vot'ries taſte a bliſs ſublime, 
Sigh to regain the moments paſt, 
And wiſh to clip the wings of Time. 


+ 
J 
* ; 
Ps 
1 
1 
* 4 
5 
13 
. 
e 
* 
* 
© 
—IY 
7 . 
* 4 
1 7 
0 
1 
2 
55 
"= 
* 
7 
. 


— CEE 


N * # * 5 * 
— ; 2 wy ww IV ES 


PINDARTITAN A. 113 


SUSAN. 


W ar a pretty hurricane about our ears! Well | thank 
Heaven, and our good old ſhip, for his holding his Head fo 


long above water, we are not got down into Davy Joxss's 
locker. 


. 
Goop Lord | when I think of the ſtorm, 


And, old NeeTuxs, thy horrible ſpleen, 
That endeavour'd to make of this form 
A feaſt ſor the fiſh at nineteen | | 


It had giv'n my poor heart ſome alarms, 
As well as ſome grief to my ſpark, 
To have found, that, inſtead of his arms, 


I had fill'd up the mouth of a bark. 


Dear NzeTUNE, a Sweetheart is mine 
Not a handſomer ENGLAND poſleſles : 
Shouldſt thou bury theſe limbs in thy brine, 
They will loſe a whole world of careſſes. 


Oh, afford me one glance of my lover— 
Oh, grant but one kiſs from my ſwain; 
Thou ſhalt drown me a thouſand times over, 

Tf ever I truſt thee again. 


G g SONG. 
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F ROM me, ſince Horz hath wing' d her way, 


To yield to luckier ſwains delight, 
Ah! will not Cowrorr lend a ray, 


To gild my boſom's dreary night ? 


Yes!.yes! to ſoothe my burning breaſt, 


As far from De11a's form I rove, 


I'll boaſt that once this heart was bleſt, 
And tell the ſtory of my Love. 


TO VENUS. 


O Vexvs, wherefore is my ſigh 


To DerLia's beauty breath'd in vain ? 


Ahl why her cold and clouded eye, 


That ſun-like ſhone upon her ſwain ? 


A time there was, when thou wert kind, 


And gav'ſt ſucceſs to ev'ry pray'r ; 
When ev'ry figh was ſure to find 
A figh congenial from the Fais. 


4 


A time 
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A time there was, when DxL1a's breaſt, 


At all my griefs, with grief would glow ; 
The Nywen would lull the ſtorm to reſt, 
And ſoothe with ev'ry charm my woe. 


Yet, Venus, whereſoe'er ſhe flies, 


To DzL1a all thy bliſſes give: 
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In me, a ſingle ſhepherd dies, - 


In her, behold, a thouſand live l 


. 


O THOU, remov'd from this world's ſtrife, 
Whoſe relicks here below are laid, 

May Pzacs, who watch'd thy harmleſs life, 
In death protect thy gentle Shade 


Vet not alone around thy bier, 


Thy ChIIDpREN's ſighs unfeign'd aſcend ; 
The mourner Pity drops a tear, 


And Vr weeps a vaniſh'd friend. 


ODE 
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ODE TO A COUNTRY HOYDEN.. 


Dpa Doll v, ſtay thy ſcampering joints one minute, 
And let me aſk thee, mad- cap Girl, a queſtion 
Somewhat of conſequence there may be in it, 


That, Probably, may'nt ſuit thine high digeſtion. 


Pray what's the meaning of the preſent glee ? I 
To ride a nannygoat, or aſs, or pig ? 
Or mount an ox, or ride an apple-tree, 


And on the dancing limb enjoy a jig ? 


Perhaps thou art infected with an itch 
To plague a poor old Crone, baptiz'd a Witch 
To ſmoke her in her hovel— kill her cats, 


Or lock her in, and rob her garden's peas, 


5 Ow. OE SS bs. F 7 
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Kick down the lame old granny's hive of bees, 
And break her windows in, with ſtones and bats. 


Perchance, to rob an orchard thou may'ſt long, 
Or neighbour's hen's-neſt of its eggs, or young; 
Nay, ſteal the mother-hen to boot : 
Perchance thou haften'ſt, fond of vulgar joys, 
Jo tumble on the haycocks with the boys, 


And let them take, at will, the {ſweet ſalute. 
Thou 
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Thou makeſt a long face, and anſwer'ſt thus 
« Lord, then about a trifle what a fuſs ! 
As though a body might not ride a pig, 
« Or nannygoat indeed, or ox, good me |! 
« Or our old Neddy*, or an apple-tree, 


« Juſt for one's health to have a little jig ! 


« Or where's the mighty harm, upon my word, 
« In taking a few eggs, or chicks, or hen? 

«© The farmers can't be ruin'd by't, good Lord! 
Papa ſays that they're all ſubſtantial men. 


« Or where's the harm to ride upon a gate? 
To ſuub one ſo, indeed, at uch a rate J 

ce I've tumbled from the trees upon the ſtones, 
« And never broke, in all my life, my bones: 
ee See, Sir, I have not one black ſpot about me 


« *Tig cruel, then, for nothing, thus to flout me. 


« Or where's the mighty crime, I wonder, pray, 

„With Couſin Dick to tumble on the hay? 

« Tuſt like a Baby with her Doll you treat one! 

Marry come up | why, Couſin Dick won't eat one | 

H h « And 


* A name frequently given to a Jack-aſs, 
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« And then, forſooth, what mighty harm would come, 
« In having bits of fun with Couſin Tou?“ 


DoLLy, thy artleſs anſwers force my {mile— 
I readily believe thee void of guile ; 
My lovely girl, I think thou mean'ſt no harm: 
But had I daughters juſt like zhee, let looſe, 
I verily ſhould think myſelf a gooſe, 


To mark each colt-like laſs without alarm. 


Doll, get thee home, and tell Mama, fo mild, 

So fearful that a frown would þ/] her child, 
That not ev'n birch to kill that child is able; 

And tell thy Father, a fond fool, from zue, 

To look a little ſharper after hee, 


Clip thy wild tongue, and tie thee to the table. 


— — — 
— — — — 


THE GRAVE OF EURIPID ES: 
AN EE LE Gx. 
Suppoſed to be ſpoken on the Spot. 
O THOU, Whoſe deeply-pictur'd ſcenes of woe 
From Grecian eyes could force the pitying ſhow's ! 
Permit a STRaNGER's ſigh unfeign'd to flow— 
Indulge his hand to ſtrew the ſweeteſt flow'r. 


5 I know 
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I know I ſhall not by thy Smaps be ſcorn'd, 
Who boaſt my birth from ALBRIOx's free domain; 
Where NaTvuse's ſoul, like ine, in SyaxzsPrARE mourn'd, 


Where MiLToN's genius pour'd th' immortal ftrain, 


Yet lo, a race of this degenerate age, 

Sons of thoſe Sages, Heroes, Bards, whoſe name 
Gave ſplendor to the fair hiſtoric page, 

Forgets the glory of the Grecian name. 


I mark you, Son of Athens, with a ſigh! 

Of Pow's, of Ionozance, the abject flaveF— 
Fear on his cheek, and mis'ry in his eye, 

He wanders near thee, heedleſs of thy grave! 


Where is thy fame? In GREECE no more divine, 
It pours on ALB1oN's ifle the radiant day; 

There, with a noon-tide luſtre may it ſhine, 
And gild my country with unclouded ray 


Each night retiring, as I whiſper peace, 
With each adieu, the tear will ſteal away; 
To think that Thou the ſong of Gods ſhouldſt ceaſe, 
And, dying, mingle with the meaneſt clay. 
Though 


* The preſent inhabitants of. Greece fully anſwer this deſcription. 
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Though GREECE forgets thee, yet on Faxcr's wing 

From diſtant ALBION will I oft return; 

Crown thy cold ſod with all the blooms of SyzinG, 
And envy the rich earth that holds thy rn. 


SONG TO CYNTHIA. 


Tus Vo TH by Love and Horz betray'd, 
Who breathes his ardent vows in vain, 

Learns to forget the ſcornful Malp, a 
And bravely breaks her galling chain. 


% 


«© Farewell (he cries) a fruitleſs flame; BH 
« A Nymph leſs cruel let me find; 

The world holds many a blooming Dame; 
« An equal Chlok may be kind,” 


But, ah! how hard the Lovex's fate, 
Who feels the triumph of 7hine eye | « 
What Virgin ſhall His fires abate, 
And ſoothe his boſom's hopeleſs {gh ? 


For, lo! the Loves, to make thee fair, 
Agreed with ev'ry charm to part; 
And all the VirTuts too declare, 


They robb'd heir own, to grace thy heart. 
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Soul of the world, and eſſence of delight, 

Of zhee I think by day, and dream by night, 
For I'm a bachelor —4 good old maid ! 

Yet now, O Love, a pretty woman's {miles 

Could make me dance at leaſt a dozen miles, 
Without a ſtick indeed, or horſe's aid. 


Such rapture ſrom thy bloom, each moment feels! 
Such mercury thou putteſt in one's heels 


Did Jovs prize charming woman, juſt like me, 
Of charming woman, we ſhould find a dearth ; 
In beauty, what a deſert there would be ! 3 


Scarce one ſweet female to delight our earth. 


And then, O CynTatia, whom theſe eyes adore ; 

Whoſe form, and face, and mind, no rival know; 
Yes, thou fair Map, to that untravell'd ſhore, 

To charm the TyHunDErER, wouldſt be doom'd to go; 
And leave, alas! thy ſighing ſhepherd here, 


Who never wants a Musk when thou art near. 


I1 And 


122 PINDARITAN 4. 


And now to hee, O Lovs, again I turn 
How canſt thou hear an earthly AnGzi mourn ? 


A victim to the vultures of Dzseair ! 
A witleſs victim to the villain's ſnare | 
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How ſee vile Man, her virtue undermine, 

And bid the faireſt form of Narukz, pine? 
Why ſuffereſt Thou her boſom's ſofteſt figh 7 

How canſt thou, unreveng' d, ſurvey the Maip; 

Hear her ſoul's grief, behold her beauty fade; 
Nay, horror | the poor lamb-like victim die? 


Lo, poor deſerted JuLia once how fair; 

With cheek ſo wan and pale, and ſcatter'd hair; 
Her gentle heart by Lovz's mad tempeſt torn ! 

She runs, ſhe ſtops, and wildly ſtares around ! 

Now nails the eye of thought into the ground! 


Now, drown'd in tears, ſhe lifts its beam forlorn ; 


Pale as the moon, amidſt the midnight ftorm, 


When rains and driving clouds her face deform ! 


She graſps the earth—the ſod, her fingers tear— 
Now wearied, difappointed, to the ſkies 
She lifts her lids of woe, and plaintive fighs, 
(Soul-piercing ſound 1) „ Alas, he is not here!“ 


Rich 
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Rich pearls of ſorrow from their fountains ſtray, 


And drop (too precious for the ground !) away. 


How could he, cruel, give my heart a blow? 
She moans—now fits upon the bank and ſings ; 

Oft breaks her dirge with lengthen'd ſighs of woe, 
And, pauſing, mutters incoherent things. 


Now plucking lilies from the ſod, ſhe cries, 
« Sweet flow'rs, I once was innocent like you ; 
“The tear, alas! a ſtranger to theſe eyes 


<«« Nor bluſh my cheek, nor wound my boſom knew.” 


Now with a ſmile, and now with melting wail, 


She whiſp'ring tells of CoLin's Love the tale. 


Again her mind is on the wing! ſhe ſtarts ! 
Horz to her eyes, her eagle-beam imparts ! 


Sudden ſhe ſprings from earth—** He's there, he's there 
« I ſee him paſs the flood dear Colin, dear | 
Thy JI calls thee—'tis thy Ju IA, ſtay— 
Thy Jorrà calls thee - wherefore haſte away? 
Thy Juri loves thee—do not, cruel, fly; 


<« Stay, or thy JuoLia's heart with grief will die— 
Tk « If 
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If danger urge, that danger let ne ſhare ; 
© Thou muſt not live unwatch'd by JuLia's care.“ 


Sweet wretch | in vain her feet the phantom chace 
Wildly ſhe plunges *mid the torrent's roar— 
She ſhrieks ! her arms her fancied Lovs embrace, 


She graſps the gulph—ah ! ſoon to graſp no more. 


Loſt Maip ! in vain the ſhepherds try to /ave ! 
Breath'd is her ſpirit in the whelming wave ! 
No longer doom'd Liz's bitter cup to taſte, 
Behold her hours of woe for ever paſt ! 


Deaf to the ſong of FLAT T' Rv, now, her ear 
Deaf to a Demom's whiſpers once ſo dear | 

Cold too the boſom of the once warm maid ! 
The heart that ſwell'd with Lovx's delicious ſighs, 
Still, in its ſilent cell of darkneſs lies, 

And dim her eyes in DzaTH's eternal ſhade. 
Thoſe orbs that ſparkling bade a world adore, 
Ah, doom'd to ſparkle, and to fream no more 


Lo, on the bank her pale limbs ſtretch'd along, 
Amidſt the ſorrows of a rural throng |! 
A ſight to ſtrike the voice of Rar TURE mute, 


And wake the tendereſt ſtring of Pity's lute ! 
Thee, 
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Thee, thee, her murd'rer, VERNORANCE ſoon ſhall find, 


Sure blood-hound, trace thee in the weeping wind ; 
Purſue thee where the DzszzT grins with death: 

For not to nan again ſhalt thou return 

A ſhrinking world thy Cain-like form ſhall ſpurn, 
And kneeling curſe thee with its keeneſt breath. 


Smote and unburied, ſhall thy carcaſe lie: 
Afar, affrighted ſhall the vultures fly; 


Of fiends like thee, a Breathleſs fiend, afraid; 
And lo, the frowning Gzn1vs of the gloom 


Shall ſhun the Solrrups that hails thy doom, 


And bid each ſavage ſeek a diſtant ſhade. 


O D E. 


»Tis a range world we live in—but "twill nend 
As ev'ry body ſays, the world grows wiſer ;” 
Yet certain follies ne'er will have an end, 


Of which I am a wonderful deſpiſer. 


Is it not cruel, when, with all his flame, 
Genius performs a work, a man ſhould bawl, 
© To aſk much for this trifle were a ſhame ; 


« ] know the fellow took 10 pains at all, 


os «© Poets 
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«© Poets work nimbly, nimbly, now-a-days : | 
Give a good penny's-worth, good Mas TER Bars.” 


I dare ſay the ſad Bookſeller, a LE, 


Or L--x----- N, pour'd ſuch unhallow'd "3 
On MiLrox's ſhrinking ear, with lips profane, 


Who bought th' immortal Work for fifteen pounds I 


Too many a ragged Brother of the Lay, 
Too many a fair Hiſtorian, never doubt. it, 
Have heard a Bookſeller ſo cruel ſay, 


“Pray, Sir,” or © Ma'am, how long were you about it 9” 


Thou Beaſt | amid the ſons of WIS DOI. plac d, 
Who, times of old, as well as modern, grac'd, 
Couldſt thou not catch a portion of their fire? 


Rolls not thine eye upon their works each day? 
And canſt thou, from them, nothing bear away, 
To lift thy hog-like ſoul above the mire ? 


Sore troubled by the tooth-ach, Lunn ran 
=P To get the murd'rer of his quiet, draw ; 


An Artiſt in an inſtant whips it out— 
« Well, MasTzzx SNAG—hæ? what has I to pay?“ 
A ſhilling” “ Zounds ! a ſhilling do ye zay ?” 
With a long ſtaring face replies the Lovur. 


« Lord | 


The price actually given for the Paradiſe Loſt ! 
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« lord! why Ize did not veel it. — twas mort in it; 
c You knows ye wern't about it half a minute: 
« To gee 20 much Ize curſedly unwilling — 
« Lord! vor a tooth, but yeſterday old 8Lor 
« Did drag me by the head about his ſhop 


« Three times, poor man, and only a d a ſhilling.” 


. 


How chang'd is my C ELA Dox's heart [ 
How alter'd each look of the ſwain ! 
Now ſullen he wiſhes to part, 
Who call'd me the pride of the plain. 


Of late, with what ardour he ſtrove 
Ev'ry hour that was zuine, to beguile ! 
How he griev'd if I doubted his love ! 
And how bleſt if he gain'd but a ſmile ! 


To me, he devoted his days; 
And raptur'd on h, was his tongue; 
Thus, MoxninG aroſe on his praiſe, 


And Evsninc went down on his ſong. 
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Let me ſteal to the deſert, and die, 

Nor wound with reproaches his ears ; 
My reproof ſhall be only a figh— 

My complaint, but the flence of tears. 


— 


n 


Sex CLop1o, happy in his own dear ſenſe! 


And, hark | the world cries, © Coxcomb in th' exceſs :”* 


Now let me undertake the Fop's defence— 
What man could ever be content with ? 


ANACREON TIC. 
TO SYLVIA. 


How canſt thou ſmile at my deſpair, 
And bid me other nymphs adore ? 
- Shew me a girl but Half ſo fair, 
And I will trouble thee no more. 


Hide then that neck and lip and eye, 
Since thus reſolv'd to ſhun purſuit ; 

For Lov will follow, like the fly, 
That always ſeeks the faire}? fruit. 
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O Vixcins, tell me how to chooſe, 
For I'm a novice on it— 

Poor CoLIn at a d:/tance wooes, 
And ſends his ſoul in ſonnet; 


While Luzin, to no forms a ſlave, 
Won't ſtay to write for bliſſes; 

But prints upon my mouth, the knave, 
His wiſhes with his kiſſes. 


If Luzin ſeize a rude embrace, 
And I begin to clatter ; 

The rogue ſtares gravely in my face, 
And aſks me what's the matter ? 


Of kiſſes lately he ſtole he 
1 ſhriek'd with might and main: 


« Since ye don't like them, pert quoth he, 


Lord] take them back again.” 
LI 


129 


Is the name of the great God of Love, how ſhall I diſpoſe 
of myſelf? Which of my ſwains muſt wear the willow ? 


©« No, 
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“No, no, I won't,” ſays I © keep off, 
They pleaſe me nuch, I fwore— 

6 Oh, is it ſo?” cry'd he, © enough ; 
« Then, Miſs, you wiſh for more.” 


Poor CoLin turns, if I but frown, 
All white as any fleece is ! 

Luzin would give me a green gown, 
And rummage me to pieces. 


The one, fo meek and complaiſant, 
All ſilence, awe, and wonder; 


The other, impudence and rant, 


And boiſt'rous as the thunder. 


This begs to preſs my finger's tip, 
So baſhful is my lover; 

That ſavage bounces on my lip, 
And kiſſes it all over. 


O Mopks ry, thou art ſo ſweet | 
Not wild, and bold, and teaſing; 

And yet, each Siſter Nymph I meet 
Thinks boldneſs not wnpleafing. 


This 


PINDARIAN A. 131 


This is a wicked world !—O dear 
And wickedneſs is in me— 

Though Mopsrv's ſo ſweet, I fear 
That ImeuDENnct will win me. 


CORIN's PROFESSION, 
O R 


THE SONG OF CONSTANCY. 


N ow, JoaN, we are married—and now, let me ſay, 
Though both are in youth, yet that youth will decay : 
In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I fuppoſe 
We ſhall. oft meet a bramble, and ſometimes a roſe. 


When a cloud on this forchead ſhall darken my day, 
Thy ſunſhine of ſweetneſs muſt ſmile it away 

And. when the dull vapour ſhall dwell upon thine, 
To chaſe it, the labour and triumph be mine. 


Let us wiſh not for wealth, to devour and conſume z. 
For luxury's but a ſhort road to the tomb: 
Let us ſigh not for grandeur, for truſt me, my Joan a 


The keeneſt of cares owes its birth to a throne. 
5 | Thou 
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Thou ſhalt milk our ove cow ; and if fortune purſue, 


In good time, with her bleſſing, my Joan may milk ru: 


I will till our ſmall field, whilſt thy prattle and ſong 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughſhare along. 


When finiſh'd the day, by the fire we'll regale, 
And treat a good neighbour at eve with our ale; 
For Joan, who would wiſh for „elf only to live? 
One bleſſing of life, my dear girl, is to give. 


E'en the red-breaſt and wren ſhall not ſeek us in vain, 
Whilſt thou haſt a crumb, or thy Coin a grain; 
Not only their ſongs will they pour from the grove, 
But yield, by example, ſweet leſſons of love. 


Though thy beauty muſt fade, yet thy youth I'll remember; 
That thy May was my own, when thou ſheweſt December ; 


And when Ac to my head ſhall his winter impart, 
The ſummer of Love ſhall reſide in my Heart. 


„ 


ODE TO UGLINESS. 


Daverrss of HEcarz, thou'rt undone | 
Joy to my ſoul, thine empire falls: 
No more, thou hobbling, envious Crone, 


Thy pow'r the female world appalls. 


With 
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With ſmiles the Quzzn of Lovs appears; 
No longer trembling for the Graces : 
No more thy rude attack ſhe fears, 
On faultleſs forms, and faireſt faces, 
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BzauTyY will never loſe her prime, 
Nor mourn her loſſes, as of yore / 


Defeated too thy brother Tims, 


The Gop of wrinkle, wounds no more. 


See Act diſplay her iv'ry rows | 
Her lip preſerves its purple bloom ! 
Her boſom heaves with Alpine ſnows, 
And kiſſes breathe the rich perfume ! 


The furrow'd cheek, and hoary head, 


No longer now, as uſual, greet; 
And, what our Grandmothers all dread, 


The noſe and chin no longer meet. 


Tiux's pow'r, the good old Grannies brave, 
And, ogling, dart their am'rous fire; 


Decline with graces to the grave, 


And with the bluſh of health, expire / 


M m THE 
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THE TRAVELLER AND JUPITER. 


Wu AT wicked thouſands ſooner would affront 
(Such is of fin the wonderful increaſe) 
The Heav'n's Eternal RulER fie upon't— 


Than one poor brainleſs Jus IE of the Peace, 


Or CounTxy 'Squirs, who nothing knows but doxies, 
Hares, Acts of Parliament, hounds, horſes, foxes | 


Nay, further—which ſhould ſcarcely be repeated— 
(And, oh! that groundleſs were the Pozr's fears !) 
Gop by his own ſad ſervants is worſe treated, 


Morſe than our Country Gentlemen by 2heirs. 


Aſk of the Biſhops elſe, whoſe humble ſouls 


Sweet Mzxcy melts, and Cyarity controuls. 


To cheat the Dev'l, at times, I've no objection ; 
Not Heav'n ! tis ſuch a villainous reflection J 


A certain TRAVELLER, in ancient days, 

When Gods and Goddeſſes were thick as hops, 
Wiſhing, as he was beating the highways, 

For ſomewhat dainty to amuſe his chops ; 
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Knelt down to Jurrrx, and thus began: 
« O JueiTxs, as I'm an honeſt man, 
I'll keep my word, if thou wilt grant my pray'r; 
“ Amidſt my travels, let me ſomething find 
Little or much, good, bad, of any kind, 
©« vow to thee, thy Godſhip half ſhall ſhare.” 


Then with grave ſanctity he thump'd his craw ; 
Much as to ſay, Great Jovs, my word's a law.” 


He had not walk'd a mile, before he found 

A handſome bag of filberts on the ground ; 

At fight of which, his lips with rapture ſmacking, 
Plumb down he ſquats, and falls at once to cracking. 


To cut my ſtory ſhort, he crack'd and eat, 
From ev'ry nut, each atom of the meat; 
When gravely gathering up the ſhells, he cries, 


<« Tov, facred have I kept my word — for, ſee, 
©« 'The better half indeed I leave to zhee, 


The. bells, O mighty Ruler of the ſkies. 


© There are they all, great JovE-ſurvey em: 


* Shouldſt thou ſuſpect my honour—wergh em 


4 SONG. 
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Tur wretch, O let me never know, 
Who turns from PiTy's tearful eye; 

Who melts not at the dirge of Wor, 
But bids the ſoul renew its ſigh ! 


O ſay not with the voice of ſcorn, 
«© The lilies of thy neck are fled, 
“ Thine eyes their vaniſh'd radiance mourn, 


«© The roſes of thy cheek are dead.” 


Too cruel YouTn, with tears I own, 
The roſe and lily's ſad decay; 
And ſorrowing wiſh for thee alone, 


Their tranſient bloom a longer day. 


Vet though thine eyes no longer trace 
The healthful bluſh of former charms; 
Remember that each luckleſs grace, 
O Coin, faded in thy arms / 


PINDARTAN A. 


O D E 
TO MY GOOD FRIEND, 


THE MOST MERCIFUL JUDGE 


O -—, whoſe fair heart ſo full of love, 
Melts, ſnow-like, on the victim void of hope; 

Whoſe conſcience ſtretches like the ſofteſt glove, 
To fave the ſighing culprit from the rope 


To thee, in VirTuE's ſtouteſt armour, ſtrong, 
Permit thy fried and Bard to pour the ſong. 


O let us drag the foes of man to day, 
And hang them like 2% razs* upon our lay, 
Murd'rers that ſtrike the cheek of Horror pale! 


Whoſe morals give contagion to a fail. 


Illumin'd, ah! too oft by ForTUNE's rays, 


A pigmy wretch is ſhewn in yon huge Houle 4; Y 
Juſt as the ſolar microſcope diſplays 


A mite, a flea, a bug, a dirty louſe. 


A Jupcs may riſe, deſpiſing NaTuRE's groan 
A villain, in damnation ſunk ſo deep; 


* Hereby hangs a pretty little tale. 
+} Weſtminſter Hall. 


Nn That 


— 


* 
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That Vicon, black Vice, ſhall ne'er be idle known, 


But when the fur-clad monſter falls aſleep | 
| 


Juſt as the hackney-coachmen curſe aloud 


Kind Sor, who diſſipates a threatening cloud, 
Dark-hov'ring, wiſhing much his power to ſhow, 
And bid his deluge drown the world below ; 


Juſt as the reſtleſs demon of the night 
Lours on the maiden bluſh of orient light, 
And ſkulks into the charnel's murky ſhade ; 
A Jupoꝝ may riſe, whoſe ſcowl ſhall curſe the ſmile 


Of JusT1cE, who ſo long has bleſt our Iſle, 


And ſtrike with ruthan fiſt, the heav'nly Maio. 


Where is the Jupct, in »wrder only brave, 
Whoſe ſoul delights to feed the gaping grave; 
Who on the convict's pale cheek feaſts his eyes; 


Whoſe heart-felt ſounds are Hoez's expiring ſighs ? 


Where is the happy PArRON of the rope, 

Whoſe eyes on ſeas of blood would gladly ope ; 
Freſh hecatombs of carnage, every morn ; 

Whoſe ear could Jive on VirTus's deepeſt groan 

Stretch. ev'n to pain, to catch her laſt faint moan, 


Poor writhing wretch, by every torture torn ? 


'There's 
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There's no ſuch damned J upon but let me ſay, 


So foul a ſpirit may diſgrace the day. 


Where is the Jupoꝝ, who, midſt his ſhrinking vale, 
Walks forth, ah ! not to hear the turtle's tale ; 

But with a happy, keen, and ſparkling eye, 

To ſee the kite with fury ſweep the ſky ; 


Now in his iron talons bear along, 


The lark which charm'd the ſeaſon with his ſong 


To fuch Dams NaTure never yet gave birth— 
But ſuch a miſcreant vile, may curſe the earth. 


Where is the Jupcs, who courts the gloom of night; 
Charm'd with the owl's and bat's and beetle's flight, 
And ſees with joy the ſpectred band paſs by; 
With rapture liſtens to their piteous wail, 
Now follows hard to catch the mournful tale, 
And ſorrows when the phantoms *ſcape his eye ? 


A Jupox, like his, to bid poor NA Trunk mourn, 
Was never yet, thank heav'n ! but may be born. 


Where is the JI upoꝝ who walks the foaming ſhore 
At midnight, *midſt the ruthleſs tempeſt's roar, 


When Farz and Hoxros ride the thund'ring Dee ; 
5 Who, 


us A 
= — ——_ — 


2 / + 2 Hou —y„—- —_x =. — 


i 22 - — — — 
® _ — - cc - > - — — 


140 PIN DARTIAN A. 

Who, for the cormorant's broad pinion ſighs, E 

To mingle with the tumult of the ſkies, ; 
And join the whirlwind's wild reſiſtleſs ſweep ; 4 


To hover o'er the darken'd ſcene of death, 
And triumph in the ſeaman's ſhrieking breath ; 
Charm'd with each mountain ſurge, for life that raves; | 
Charm'd as the arm of FaTz, with cruel ſhock, 
Heaves the huge veſſel on the groaning rock, 


And rends it piece-meal, *midſt a world of waves ? 


© There's no fuch man, nor ever was, you cry: 
| ſo fay J. 
But nay there not a dev'l like this appear? 


Sweet JuDpct | dear dove-like 


Lies deals in monſters much too oft, I fear ! 


O Dxvox, parent of immortal men, 
O ſhould thy beauteous boſom prove a den, 
To hold and ſuckle fuch an Imp of ſhame ; 


Know, to the PozT though thou gaveſt birth, 
With ſoul- felt ardour will I wiſh thy death, 


Renounce thy blaſted ſoil, and change my name. 


SYLVIA, 
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SATA 


Daswoor, I diſlike your jokes on Matrimony : you 
poſſeſs too much ſenſe to treat with ſo much levity a ſtate 
which the firſt Philoſophers hold ſacred. But your jeſt 
-uft not be ſpared, though ruin be the conſequence. After 
all your pretty profeſſions, I am not cw certain that your 
paſſion is fincere—how am I to be convinced? 


DASHW OOD. 
Fie, fie, thou charming infidel I—liſten. 


N. 


Dax girl, I'm up to ears in love! 
The fact, a thouſand follies prove; 
Ves, yes, I feel the dart 
Well! now I'm wounded, give the cure; 
Thou'rt not a cruel girl, I'm ſure, 
So try to eaſe the ſmart. 


“Lord bleſs us! it is all a lie,” 
1 hear thee with emotion cry, 
© I'm ſure there's nothing in't :” 
Oo Indeed 
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Indeed there is, I'm fore afraid, | 
Nay, take the ſymptoms, ſceptic Mat, 
That make it plain as print. 


The inſtant that I ſee thee coming, 


My heart againſt my ribs keeps drumming, 


As if to caper out; 
To make his conge at thy feet, 


Pronounce himſelf thy ſlave ſo ſweet, 
And fight for thee, /o ſtout. 


From thoſe dear lips, delicious bliſs, 
If ſaucy coxcombs ſteal a kiſs, 
My eyes ſo jealous roll: 
Aſide, I call the puppies names, 
My heart is Ztna-like in flames, 
Conſuming to a coal. 


I cannot bear to be alone; 


I yawn, I figh, I gape, I groan, 


And writhe as if with pain: 
Now on a ſudden ſeize a book, 
Juſt half a minute in it look, 

Then fling it down again. 


1 


Now 
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Now ruminating wild, I walk, 
Nod to myſelt, and ſmile, and talk ; 
Now hunt for ſomething loſt ; 
Now fit, jump up—now ſtare, now wink, 
On ſome deep problem ſeem to think— 
Now vacant as a poſt, 


Now ſeize the violin, and ſcratch 
A half a glee, or half a catch; 

Now ſnatch the bruſh, and paint: 
Now fling it down, and ſeize the flute, 
Now hum an air divine, now hoo, 


To make poor Mus1c faint, 


Now full reſolv'd to viſit thee, 
And take a ſocial cup of tea, 
And give my heart a plaſter ; 
I draw my watch, not over cool, 
Call him a little limping fool, 
And bid him travel faſter. 


Now buſtling round the room, here, there, 
I try to find my hat, and ſwear, 


And wiſh him damn'd, and dead; 
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Now raging from my inmoſt ſoul, 
I roar, © What thief my hat hath ſtole ?” 
Then find it on my head. 


Nay, nay, I'd marry thee, my dear— 

Lovx's ſymptoms now too plain appear; 
There's nobody can mils it: 

Yet if theſe ſymptoms are not love, 

And this the paſſion fail to prove, 
Why, what the devil is it ? 


O that I did not love thee, girl, 

And that my head, in this wild whirl, 
Could keep a little ſteady | 

But *tis in vain, alas! to preach ; 

Like drowning boys, I've loſt my reach ; 
My ſenſe is gone already. 


Yet, SyLvia, know, the ſingle elf 

Has only one to ſerve—viz. Self ; 
But when he takes a wife, 

A hundred maſters then appear; 

And what is very hard, my dear, 
His ſlavery laſts for /fe. 


a PINDARI AN 4. 


HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 


'T avs ſung the Bard of old, and _ d no Jon, 


c Sweet are the uſes of ApVRRSIT YR; 


A Dau who kicketh from your rump your ſtool, 
And, ſavage, ſhoweth not one grain of mercy t'ye ; 


Bids all your fancied-deareſt friends turn tail; 
Greets with wir d whips, and b/eſſes with a jail. 


O MisTxtss of this wiſdom-teaching pain, 
With PiI'Rv, GinpeT, Fauixx, in thy train, 
Go knock, God bleſs thee, knock at others doors: 
By all my fav'rite Gops of proſe and rhyme, 
I feel not thy philoſophy ſublime— 
Go, ſeek the zealot who thy ſtripes implores, 


Go, thunder on another's houſe thy ſtrife ; 
Snatch from a huſband's happy arms a wife 

Blot from his ſoul each glimm'ring ray of hope; 
Rack all his lovely daughters with diſeaſe ; 


Poiſon his ſons, and, more thy rage to pleaſe, 


Preſent the fainting father with a rope. 
P p 
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| 4 Now raging from my inmoſt ſoul, 
| | I roar, © What thief my hat hath ſtole?“ 
Then find it on my head. 


Nay, nay, I'd marry thee, my dear— 

Love's ſymptoms now Yoo plain appear 
There's nobody can mils it : 

Yet if theſe ſymptoms are not love, 

And this the paſſion fail to prove, 
Why, what the devil is it ? 


O that I did not love thee, girl, 

And that my head, in this wild whirl, 
Could keep a little ſteady | 

But tis in vain, alas! to preach ; 

Like drowning boys, I've loſt my reach 
My ſenſe is gone already. 


Yet, SyLv1a, know, the ſingle elf 

Has only one to ſerve—viz. Self ; 
But when he takes a wife, 

A hundred maſters then appear; 


And what is very hard, my dear, 
His ſlavery laſts for life. 
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 


Tuvs ſung the Bard of old, and deem'd no „ol, 
Sweet are the uſes of ApversiTy ;” 

A Dams who kicketh from your rump your ſtool, 
And, favage, ſhoweth not one grain of mercy t'ye 


| Bids all your fancied-deareſt friends turn tail; 
Greets with wir'd whips, and G/ſſes with a jail, 


O MisTxzss of this wiſdom-teaching pain, 
With PirL'sxy, GIgBET, Fauixx, in thy train, 
Go knock, God bleſs thee, knock at other, doors : 
By all my fav'rite Gops of proſe and rhyme, 
I feel not thy philoſophy ſublime 
Go, ſeek the zealot who thy ſtripes implores, 


Go, thunder on another's houſe thy ſtrife ; 
Snatch from a huſband's happy arms a wife; 


Blot from his ſoul each glimm'ring ray of hope; 
Rack all his lovely daughters with diſeaſe ; 
Poiſon his ſons, and, more thy rage to pleaſe, 
Preſent the fainting father with a rope. 


P p But 
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But let ne keep wife, children, peace, and land, 


And learn thy leſſons all at /econd hand, 


My taſte is dull—yes, vaſtly dull indeed ! 
I hate to ſee a brother mortal bleed— 


I hate to hear a gentle Nature groan, 


And, Goppess, more eſpecially uu ow. 


Yes, yes, Heav'n knows, my taſte is more confin'd ; 


Prefers the Zephyr to the howling wind ; 
Prefers too, ſuch my ſtar's unlucky blunder, 


One hour's bright calm, to months of cloud and thunder. 


Thou poſſibly mayſt be a good phyſician, 

But certès doſt not know my weak condition. 
Bliſters, and ſcarifying, and ſpare diet, 

Would ſet my nervous ſyſtem in a riot; 

Rich cordial drafts would anſwer beſt, I trow, 
Made up by MEssIEuRSS HAuMRERSLVY and Co. 


Thine iron ſcourge would really act in vain, 

So apt am I to make wry mouths at pain; 
At diſappointment much inclin'd to moan. 

Whenever then, O Goppzss, things we ſee, 


That with one's nature ſo much diſagree, 


Methinks 'twere better they were let alone, 
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To tumble from a houſe, or from a tower, 
And break a luckleſs brace of legs and arms, 
Would make one look moſt niſerably ſour ; 


Yet are there men, who deem all theſe no harms. 


Then ſee them, Goppess—ſouſe them on the ſtones, 
And for their goodly comfort, crack their bones. 


If in a we/l-ſtuft'd coach, well-overſet, 
A broken leg and thigh and arm I get, 
I am not, I confeſs, of that pure leaven, 


To crawl out on my hands and knees, and fay, 


Grace-like, © For what I have receiv'd this day, 


« ] humbly thank thee, O moſt gracious Heav'n.“ 


O Miſtreſs of the terrifying mien, 
The boatſwain's deep-ton'd voice and brawny arm, 
O be not within leagues of PzTER ſeen; 


Thy cat-o'-nine-tails cannot, cannot charm. 


A ſtupid ſcholar, Goppsss, I ſhall be; 


Thy converſations are 700 deep for me. 


Yes, Mapa, you are too ſublime a Dame 
For PzTzr's company, I ſpeak with ſhame 


A little winning wench contenteth me, 


'Clep'd 
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'Clep'd Foxruxx, a good-natur'd ſmiling laſs, 
Who conſtant lights my pipe, and fills my glaſs, 
And makes my ev'ry day a jubilee. 


This is the ſweet companion for my money ; 
Such is the little Syren I deſire 
Thou art all gall, and ſhe all milk and honey ; 


"Tis at @ diſtance J muſt thee admire. 


A hawk-like appetite, and empty platters, | 
The bleak wind whiſtling through a coat in tatters, 
The flight of fancied friends, a foe's abuſes, 
Are things for which my bowels do not yearn ; 
For rot me, Mapa, if I can diſcern 
One atom of their ſeveral earthly uſes. 


Moxatity may wear a ruffle ſhirt, 

I really think, and not his conſcience hurt— 
MoxaLity may alſo like nice picking ; 

For ſince the great ALIL- WISE has giv'n us fowls, 

Mankind were certainly a ſet of owls, 


To dare to place damnation in a chicken. 


Monalrry, I ween, may go well dreſt; 


Keep a good fire, and live upon the 6%; 
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Throw by his wheel-barrow, and keep a carriage; 
Viſit the Op'ra, Maſquerade, and Play; 
Drink Claret, Burgundy, Champagne, Tokay ; 

Get fifty thouſand with a girl in marriage. 


To eat from ſplendid plate, or homely manger, 
Methinks the ſoul is juſt in equal danger. 


Beſides, tis late, O Goppsss, in the day— 
I'm not a ſubject fit for thee to flay ; 
To ſpeak the truth, my nerves 200 nicely feel — | 
Go, ſearch the motley mixture of mankind ; | 
Some young enthuſiaſt wild, thou ſoon mayſt find, 
Proud of thy whips, and glad to grace thy wheel. 


So great for my ow perſon is my love, | | 
And hard thy leſſons, I can't now begin 'em— | 
Beſides, as I have hinted % above, 
I'd rather read of battles than be in em. 


SONG TO SAPPHO. 


Ar length, O faireſt Nymph, farewell! 
Let fighs alone my paſſion tell; 
With tears I quit thy arms : 


Qq 
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Adieu each eve of pure delight; 
Adieu each morn with rapture bright; 
Adieu thy brighter charms | 


Where' er by Far condemn' d to ſtray, 
Where Puczus pours the golden day, 
Or ſleeps beneath the wave, 
Thine image will my path purſue, 
And ever preſent on my view, 
Detain me ſtill a ſlave. 


In vain I roam! ſtrive in vain 

To break, O beauteous Map, thy chain! 
Yet why my fetters part ? 

Ev'n now thy ſighs, my ſighs approve ; 

Ev'n now thy love, returns my love, 
And yields me heart for heart! 


INVOCATION TO ST. CECILIA. 
ON A LADY SINGING. 


Desczxo, O Goppxss, from thy ſphere, 
And liſten to a BRITISH Maid ; 
A ſweeter SAPPHO Warbles here, 


Than charm'd of yore the Leſbian ſhade, 
4 Yet 
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Yet not like Sar Ho's mourns her ſtrain, 
Alas! with Love's deſponding ſigh; 

To DtL1a's beauty bows each ſwain, 
And owns the triumph of her eye. 


— ᷑ — — 


ON THE DEATH OF A MUSICAL FRIEND. 
A PASTORAL ELE Gx. 


How bleſt were the Nymens and the Swalxs, 
When Lycipas join'd in the ſong ; 

The chief, and the pride of the plains, 
Who led all the Pizasurts along! 
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Of late, not a valley was fair, 

Not a grove gave a muſical found; j 
The breeze ſeem'd a ſigh of deſpair, 

And Pity fat mute on the ground. 
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But NA TrukE (how ſudden the change !) 
At the preſence of Lycipas ſmil'd 
HEALTH was ſeen through the valley to range, 
And an Eden ſprung up from the wild ! 


The throſtle was heard in the ſhade ; 


The linnet enliven'd the grove, And 
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And Ecno, long baniſh'd, ſweet Mam, 
Return'd with her ſtories of Love. 


Ves, each ſcene at his preſence was glad, 


That ſo lately with ſorrow was rent; 
And the voice of the MouRNkkR fo ſad, 
Was loſt in the ſongs of Cox TENT. 


Juſt able to crew! o'er the ſtyle, 
And doom'd, ah | to labour no more, 
Act would crawl from his cot with a mile, 


And a bleſling to leave at his door. 


But the SuEPHERD for ever is gone— 

Hark ! his knell, how it ſaddens the gale ! 
Tor dies, and our paſtimes are flown : 

FarzE envies the ſmiles of our vale. 
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Now let Migrf from each hamlet retire 


To the region of ſilence and gloom : 
Sure his death muſt our ſorrow inſpire, 


Since the VixTuzs will weep at his tomb. 
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APOLLO TO THE ANACREONTIC SOCTETY, 


AT THE CROWN AND ANCHOR. 


Y « ſons of ANACREON, liſten awhile ; 


Tis AroLLo, your friend, that ſends greeting 


* Of your pleaſures, we Gops are in love with the /yle, 


And are mad to be down at your meeting. 


Father Jovs with your ſounds is ſo wond'rouſly pleas'd, 
That he ſwears at our flats and our ſharps ; 


With the ſquawls of each Musz he'll no longer be teaz'd, 


So commands me to break up their harps. 


He has quite put a ſtop to poor Mouus's fun, 
And forbid his jeux d eſprit to flow; 
Thus our club is knock'd up, becauſe we're outdone 


By the mirth of you mortals below. 


Then accept my petition—a wiſh moſt ſincere; 
Let me join as the Laureate your throng ; 

Though I cannot, like InczDoN, raviſh your ear, 
I can give you a pretty good ſong. 


As for example : 


R r SONG 
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SONG BY APOLLO. 


A p- x on all ſorrow—on happineſs ſeize 
Cars, avaunt ! nor our pleaſures alloy; 


Since Jove has giv'n paſſions and objects to loſs, 
The meaning is, Mortals enjoy. 


Jovx's a God of ten thoufand—the Monaxcn, I know, 
Loves his bottle, girl, ſong, and a jeſt ; 

Has a monſtrous regard for choice ſpirits below, 
And is charm'd when his creatures are bleſt. : 


But he's vex'd when a fool takes it into his head, 
That he's 4%, if he meddles with pleaſure; 

And thinks, too, the fellow confounded 7//-bred, 
To refuſe when he offers the treaſure. 
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When a Zealot has turn'd up the whites of his eyes, 
With long phiz, and a puritan ftrain, 

I have ſeen the Gop laugh, and in fun, from the ſkies, 
Make up mouths at the blockhead again. 


Then puſh round the bottle — let each give his ſong; 
Wit, Humour, and Friendſhip attend us; 

And whilſt for enjoyment our paſſions. are ſtrong, 
Let us aſk not his Gops Hr to mend ws. 


Thus 
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Thus we'll revel, till Moxnine peeps into our glaſs, 
Then to ſcenes of new rapture remove 
To embrace with devotion a wife or a laſs, 


And be bleſt on the boſom of Love, 


ODE TO A HANDSOME WIDOW. 


San vonder cloud, that mopes with mournful ſhade, 
Black | black, as though it never would be bright l. 
Sor, like a bridegroom comes, a jovial blade, 
Claſps her with warmth, and lo, her darkneſs, Light ! 
The dreſs of CLoup ſoon alters | for, behold, 
Her gloomy Sables change to pink and gold 


DavchrER of ſorrow, thus perchaunce twill be, 
If I miſtake not Na ru RRE; ſoon with zhee:. 


Pale as the pale rain-loaded lily's look, 
And languid as the willow o'er the brook, 
Exalt once more that drooping form to zoy ; 
Too long the lute of Won, with dying ſound, 
And melting lullaby thine eye hath drown'd ; 
The rump of Rar rURRE ſhould his voice employ ; 
5 The 
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The ſprightly FipDLsz rouſe his ſiſter Dance, 
And bid thy cold heart glow with Lovz's romance. 


Thy lifted eyes 200 eloquently mourn, 
Deep-ſwimming in the ſilent fount of tears! 

And then thy voice ſo muſically lorn, 
Accuſing Farz's too cruel, cruel ſheers, 

Wakes all the ſoft emotions of my heart, 

That ſympathiſing fain would irth impart. 


But grief for Spouſes laſts not Ladies long; 
Yet very poignant |—yes, though ſhort, tis frrong, 
When firſt the beſt of huſbands breathes his laſt : 
And if his all be left them what a ſtorm 
Of ſighs and tears their beauty to deform |! 
Grieg ſeems as ever he would ride the blaſt. 


Yet ſoom, tis ſaid, the winds of Won are till ; 
And tears, from torrents, fink a prattling rill. 


Think what a pair of ſparkling eyes are the, 
And do not drown their Cupids in the brine ; 

And think too on thy pretty dimpled cheek— 
Think of thy flaxen hair, whoſe beauties flow 
In broad luxuriance o'er thy breaſt of ſnow ; 


And think too of that ſoft and poliſh'd neck. 


Think 
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Think of thy lips, that kiſſes can impart, 
So ready from their ruby beds to ſtart ! 


Thus ſpeak thoſe lips, We will be kiſs'd again.” 
And in the ſame ſweet faſcinating ſtrain, 

Thy poliſh'd boſom ſays, © I will be preſs d; 
And then thy cheek, the lovelieſt of our Iſle, 


Exclaims, I will reſume the cheerful ſmile, 


My bloom ſhall make ſome future lover bleſt.” 


O liſten to tay locks from faſhion hurl'd— 
« We will look chriſtian-like—we will be curl'd ; 
© We will not imitate a cow's ſtrait tail :” 
And then thy all-ſubduing taper waiſt, 
So full of rich deſires, and then ſo chaſte, 
While others are ſo marvellouſly frail— 
© I will be claſp'd by ſome ſmart ſwain, I ſay, 
Not, like a cabbage-ſtalk, be flung away.” 


Thy heart too ſpeaks ! Though 0, alas ! forlorn, 


<< There ſeems no reaſon for eternal ſighing: 
<« Owl-like, à /iztle let me mope and mourn, 
© But not be ever ſwelling, groaning, dying.“ 


Ss 


Hark | 
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Hark l from thy hand, which thou doſt wretched wring— 


“ Give me” (a finger cries) another ring.“ 
Oh ! canſt thou hear it on ſuch wiſhes dwell, 
And not indulge it with the bagatelle ? 


Daughter of Grief, then hamper not thy charms, 
Who, really grown rebellious, pant for arms ; 
Give way then to the roving mutineers— _ 
And ſhouldſt thou ſay, Lord! who will zale em in?“ 
Truſt me, I' entertain em, ev'ry tin | 
My boſom's open to the pretty Dx ARS. 


0 D K. 


Pr TER deſcanteth on the precariouſneſs of Life, wiſheth to be at his 
own diſpoſal, and ſhaweth no objection to an emendation of NATURE. 


Au! this our world's a world of fad miſhaps ; 
Beſet with DEATH's uncomfortable traps ! 


Hard ſqueez d we ſometimes get away to groan : 


Now half the body's in the ſpiteful gin, 
And now th' unlucky tail, to make us grin, 


So that we dare not call our ſouls 07 own. 


5 | I do 
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I do not like entails —1T hate controul— 
Jovs ! give me the fee fimple of my foul ; 
Around this ſyſtem let me range at eaſe, 
To ſtay, or quit it, whenſoc'er I pleaſe. 


Amid the wonders of CREA TIOx's field, 

Strange | that Exis rENcE ſhould to Hes yield ! 
Behold that promiſing Herculean Boy : 

A Zephyr on his infant cradle blows; 

Lo! out at once LI E's little candle goes, 


The flame too of a parent's hope and joy. 


Thus ſhall the poor mean ſolitary worm 
Kill, in the acorn's kind protecting cell, 
The ſmall oak-embryo, that had mock'd the ſtorm, 
And ſmil'd upon the ſulphur'd flaſh of hell; 
Had puſh'd its roots where EARTH's deep centre lies, 
And with its tow'ring branches brav'd the ſkies. 


Tis a frange world we live in, to be ſure; 

A world of wounds, I fear, without a cure ! 
Dams NarTuRE ſeems a fad unnat'ral Mother : 

Methinks *tis hard, one animal ſhould die, 

Groan out his laſt, and ever cloſe his eye, 

To treat with life and roſy health another. 
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*Tis ſtrange indeed | yet true, though paſſing ſtrange ; 


Where'er the foot or eye of man can range, 


This munching, mad, devouring ſyſtem reigns ! 
O could our mortal palate feed on roſes, 


As on their dainty effence, feed our noſes, 
This world were then a pleaſurable ſcene. 
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Tis murder, murder, now, from morn to night! 
Look at a ſimple act that yields delight 

The Ploughman toiling through his fallow'd ground: 
Happy he turns the glebe for vegetation— 


Yet in this act how many a harmleſs nation 

Of worms, poor reptiles, feel the grinding wound | 
Whilſt rooks, and crows, and magpies, hop behind, Y 
Alert and greedy, gobbling all they find! ; 


That tis a good world cannot be contended— 
I wiſh *twere mended. 


W 5 3 n 
3 F 


PINDARTITAN A. 161 


OSGAR's PRAYER. 


Exram, the beautiful daughter of Os ak, was a captive 
amongſt the Druids, and deſigned as a facrifice to the 
Gods. —Amidft a ſtorm of thunder and lightning, he goes 
to the Druid mountain, in order to procure, by his ſup- 
plications and an offer of his own life on the altar, his 
daughter's liberty. 


Os GAR. 
Ye winds, that warring thus, around me rage, 

Ceaſe your rude thunders on the wretch who dies; 
Poor is the triumph o'er deſponding Ace, 

Whoſe energy is only in his fighs ! 


Ye forked lightnings that around me flame, 
Ye mark two languid eyes, that weep and pray ; 
Once, once, like you, high-kindling ſhone their beam, 
Till Tru, and dark Mis roRTUNR, dimm'd their ray. 


Forbear, alas | to thwart my way forlorn, 

Wet with the falling tears of fondeſt love ; 
For life, J hear a captive DAUGHTER mourn, 
And court compaſſion from the Druid grove. 


1 My 
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My feebly bending form, and ſcanty hair, 


Grown white with grief, my tender cauſe ſhould plead ; 


Wake a ſmall pity on my deep deſpair, 
And bid the Druids ſtay the bloody deed. 


If, on their hearts, my ſorrows nought avail, 
What, without ELTRIp, life, poor life, endears ? 
Then kill me—then tis Mzxcy lulls the wail, 


Of one who counts the moments by his tears. 


To the Dravas. 


SEERs of high knowledge, lo, a grief. worn man, 
Whoſe only daughter is his ſoul's delight | 


For her a father woe-begone and wan, 
With horror darkens e'en the ſhade of night. 


FaTHERs of virtue, why this long delay? 
O lead your willing victim to the ſhrine : 
Quick let me cloſe theſe eyes upon the day, 


That, ELrz1, light may beam for years on thine. 


Haſte with the knife of fate, ye Druid bands; 
And thus, my daughter's priſon- door unbar: 

Forbear to bind with cords my wither'd hands 
To Aruggle, were with ELT ERID's life to war. 
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Her eye will drop a pearl on OsGar's tomb; 
Her fighs be balm where'er my urn is laid — 
Thoſe let her give, and I will bleſs my doom; 
I aſk no happier offering to my Shade, 


FaTHERs of knowledge, why this long delay? 
Speak, am I not a vichim for yon ſphere ? 

When from your holy mandates did I tray, 
And drew from VIx rUE's wounded eye the tear? 


When did I ceaſe your temples to adore ? 
Or view'd unaw'd the Druid's ancient fire ; 


Theſe rocks, theſe Idols, I confeſs'd their pow'r, 
And rev'rent ſung their wonders to my lyre. 


When was the faith of Os6ax known to fail ? 
What injur'd ſpirits of my {lights complain? 
What ſpectre, midſt the thunders of the gale, 
On Os6Garx mournful call'd, and call'd in vain ? 


Have I not walk'd with many a ſheeted ghoſt, 
Midſt the dread ſilence of the midnight gloom ; 

On moonlight mountains met the haggard hoſt, 
How wild ! with all their horrors from the tomb ? 


Shrunk 
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Shrunk Penvar, as crawling from the grave, 
Ne'er left with ſorrowing downcaſt eye my door: 
Thanks to the Gods, who wealth to Oscar gave, 
And taught its happy worth, to help the Poos. 


A daughter's virtues are my only boaſt ! 
A ſweet ſimplicity, unſpoil'd by art : 

Lo, with my ELT RIp's life, a world is loſt ! 
All, all forſakes me, but a breaking heart. 


O ſpare the terrors of a blameleſs Maid ; 

And let my ſufferings her dear days prolong : 
O! be zhe/e limbs along your altar laid; 

O'er bleeding Oscax hymn the victim's ſong. 


The ſigh that wafts the parting ſoul away, 
Retires from others with unwilling flight — 
With joy, any ſpirit ſhall deſert its clay, 
And bleſs you Dxvips for the cruel rite. 


Let not my ELF RID ſee my blood-ſtain'd hair, 
Nor cheek ſo pale, which ſaves her precious breath; 
A ſcene ſo ſad, her gentle nature ſpare : 


Her wounded heart, ſo ſoft, would weep to death. 
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Yet would my ELF RID ſee no frown appear, 
As ſullen, ſorrowing for the loſs of life: 

T'll teach my languid cheek a ſinile to wear, 
And ſhow its triumph in the tender ſtrife. 


Enough of woe, her drooping ftrength will prove, 
When cold beneath the lonely turf I lie: 

The bleeding hiſt'ry of a parent's love, 
Will often dim the cryſtal of her eye. 


Ye Gods ! when dead, permit my ghoſt to roam, 
Peace to her turtle boſom to impart ; 
To guard from pining thought her tender bloom, 
And ſnatch from Wox's o'erwhelming floods her heart. 


Thus, thus, attendant be my watchful ſhade, 

Till Fark, commanding, ſeal her dove-like eye; 
Then let me fondly claſp my darling Maid, 

And add another glory to your ſky. 


O deal the blow, and ELT RID's form releaſe 1— 
He ſaid—the melting Druids heard his pray'r 
Rever'd his virtues, bade him go in peace, 
And to a father's fondneſs gave the Fair, 
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A PASTORAL ELE Gx. 


Lo, the pride of the village is dead 
Lo, the bloom of our vale is no more! 
Now Sorrow fits dumb in the ſhade, 
Where Rarruxk oft carol'd before. 


Like the Morn, ſhe enliven'd the groves; 
Like the Summer, gave life to the ſwain; 

For her ſmile was the ſeat of the Loves, 
And her voice the ſweet ſong of the plain! 


O DrrIà, divine is thy name! 
Thy. merits we all ſhall revere; 

We ſhall dwell with delight on thy fame, 
And think of thy loſs with a tear, 


Ev'n our children ſhall liſp in thy praiſe 1 
Their Inſtructreſs ſhall Innocence. be; 
Who their little ambition ſhall raiſe, 
To reſemble a Fair-one like Thee. 
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Though lodg'd in a Church-yard fo drear, 
Which the yew-tree ſurrounds with its gloom ; 
Thy virtue a /#7: ſhall appear, 

And thy graces be flow'rs on thy tomb. 


MADRIGA TL. 


How $weet is every ſhepherd's ſong 
How fair che vows that load his tongue l 
His ſoul with every ſigh expires, 

His boſom flames with furious. fires L 


This ev'ry day we ſeem to ſee; 
But when will Love and Tzurn agree? 


When ſpiders, for the harmleſs fly, 

In ſilent ambuſh ceaſe to lie; 

When foxes keen with poultry þ/ay, 
And from the lambkin run away ; 
Then may the world with wonder ſee, 
That Lovx and Turn at laſt agree, 


SONG, 
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And then my tongue began its ſtrain, 


And roar, For ſhame to ſtrike him dead, 
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SONG, BY SILVIA. 


Warn firſt my Shepherd told his tale, 
He droop'd and languiſh'd, look d and figh'd ; | 
Good Heav'n, thought I, and then turn'd pale, 


« How often men for love have died /” 


Then pond'ring well, thought I again, 
© 'Tis pity kill fo ſweet a ſwain !“ 


With ſuch a warmth my hand he preſt, 
My heart was fill'd with wild alarms, 
That bouncing, bouncing at my breaſt, 
Cry'd, © Take poor Coin to your arms.” 


<« *Tis pity kill ſo ſweet a ſwain I 


Now W1snzs riſe, his cauſe to plead, 
The mutineers, in ſaucy bands, 


And have a nurder on your hands l' 
<« Wisnxs, you're right, quoth I, © tis plain— 
* What then? hat then ! I /av'd the ſwain.” 
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ODE TO THE SUN. 


O rnou, bright Ruler of the day, 

To whom unnumber' d millions pray, 
And, kneeling, deem thee all divine; 

Eternal foe of inky Nichr, 

Who putteſt all her imps to flight, 


Receive the PozT's grateful line. 


I own I love thy early beam, 
That gilds the hill and vale and ſtream, 


And trees and cots and rural ſpires; 


And, happy, mid the vallies' ſong, 


I liſten to the minſtrel throng, 
And, thankful, hail thy genial fires, 


Yet lo, the Lords of this huge place* 

Care not three ſtraws for thy bright face, 
Nay, thy rich lamp with curſes load ; 

When thou gett'ſt up, they go to bed; 


And when the night-cap's on hy head, 
They ſtare, and flit like owls abroad. 


* London. 
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Yes, yes, indeed they oft proteſt 
That thou'rt a moſt intruding beaſt ; 
And lo, in triumph thus they ſay, 
c Behold our Navy, Britain's pride! 
From pole to pole our veſſels glide, 


« And fail as ſafe by night as day. 


% Want we a fruit, of flavour fine 2 
Exclaim the GRRAr—“ behold, the pine 


ces better warm' d by coal and tan: 


= / 
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«© Not ev'n to one exotic plant 
The ſun a perfect taſte can grant 
« Deny the ſtubborn fact, who can ?” 


The Footmen too, with winking eyes, 
Abuſe thy journey up the ſkies ; 
| Meſſicurs Poſtillions, Meſdames Cooks 
Content to lie a-bed all day, 
They hate, alas! thy riſing ray, 
And curſe thy all- obſerving looks. 


Vex'd to their houſes to be driv'n, | 
The GREAT retire from routs, their heav'n, 


And break up in a horrid paſſion, 
And 
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And cry, © In times of old, indeed, 
«© The zafteleſs world a fun might need, 
c But now the fool is out of faſhion. 


About his buſineſs let him go, 
«© And light on other ſyſtems throw, 
« Vulgars ] that never wax-lights handle | 
«© Nay, while a nutton-light remains, 
« A /un with us no credit gains, 


4 But yields to ev'ry farthing candle.” 


THE QUEEN OF FRANCE TO HER CHILDREN, 
Juſt before her Execution. 
AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 
Frow my priſon with joy could I go, 
And with ſmiles meet the ſavage decree, 


Were it only to ſleep from my woe, 


Since the grave holds no terrors for zue. 


But from you, O my children, to part! 


Oh! a coward I melt at my doom; 


3 Ye 
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Ye draw me to earth, and my heart 


Sighs for life, and ſhrinks back from the tomb. 


Liſt, liſt not to CALuuNx's lic, 

For I know not of guilt and its fears; 
And when at my fate ye will ſigh, 

My ghoſt ſhall rejoice in your tears. 


In bleſſings, ah | take my laſt breath! 


Dear babes of my boſom, adieu | 
May the cloud be diſpers'd by my death, 
And open a ſunſhine for you / 


TO A LADY, 


WHO WISHED NOT TO BE ADMIRED. 


An, fooliſh DRLIA 1 ſince you hate 


That people of your charms ſhould prate ; 
Give me that face, that air divine, 


And in exchange accept of mine. 


Thus ſhall I gain my heart's deſire, 
And ſet a raptur'd world on fire— 
You'll too be pleas'd, (no longer doubt ye) 
As folks won't ſay one word about ye. 


SONG, 
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3. 


Dan PhiLLIpà, do not my paſſion deſpiſe; 
Ah! wherefore diſdain all my vows and my ſighs ? 
Can cruelty dwell with the dove ? 
O PuiLLida, think not I mean to deceive ; 
Whatever I tell thee, with ſafety believe; 
For TRA is the daughter of Lovs. 


Of beauty and grace thou haſt got ſuch a ſtore ; 
The eye that beholds thee, at once muſt adore; 
Nor wiſh from thine altar to rove : 
Diſtruſt not, I beg thee, the pow'r of thy ſmile ; 
The Swain who now wooes thee, is void of all guile; 
And Tur is the daughter of Love. 


Yet, PriL11Da, let me confeſs in thine ear, 

I would fly from thy charms, which fo much I revere, 
But their magic forbids me to move: 

And yet, as inconſtancy governs the Fas, 

Perhaps thou mayſt nile, and thus end my deſpair 
Hops too is the daughter of Lovs. 


Yy ODE 
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ODE ON FRENCH TASTE. 


1 s laughable to ſee a Frenchman ſwell; 
Proud of his tragic Idol, PIERRE CokRNEILLE, 
Baptiz d, forſooth, Ls GRAND! 
But our fop neighbours ſee things with range eyes 
Alas! SusLimiTyY ne'er left her ſkies, 
To take a Frenchman by the hand. 


It is, indeed, a very diff rent Daux— 
A meretricious, noiſy Laſs, I ween 

A bouncing Gianteſs, with eyes of flame, 
And ſuch a daring and Meduſa mien! 


Trick'd out in flaunting lace, and ſtiff brocade, 
With cabbage-roſes loaded, glaring, vaſt ! 

Such is the Frenchman's ſong-inſpiring Maid; 
The name of this bold Brobdignag, BowuzasT. 


SUBLIMITY's a ſweet, majeſtic FAIR; 
3 9 


So {imple in her form, and ſpeech, and paces; 
So elegant her manners and her air— 


A Juno dreſs'd by all the eaſy GRACES. 


4 
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TO 11 u K. 


AN ANACREONT IC. 


Cour hither—pr'ythee haſte, old Tims, 
And ſee what joys amongſt us reign z 
The bottle, Music, girls, and rhime, 
And FRIENDSsHLIr's ſoul, delight the ſcene. 


Then hither pr'ythee, TIME, repair, 
And taſte the pleaſures, Gops ſhould ſhare. 


The Tuſcan juice profuſely flows ; 

We ſing of Love, and DtL1a's charms; 
When MozninG warns us to repoſe, 

We claſp a fav'rite in our arms. 


Then hither &c. 


Ah, could our joys for ever laſt ! 

But, Tims, thy minutes fly too faſt : 
Vet wouldſt thou paſs one evening here, 
Thou' dſt make each hour a thouſand year. 


Then bither, &c. 


SONG. 
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Ys GENTIL OQUIRES, give over fighs, 
To gain regard in ladies' eyes, 

And make them doat upon ye; 
For Lovs has long been kick'd to door, 
Becauſe the little God is poor — 

Who's welcome without money ? 


Try, gentil Sirs, a diff rent ſcheme; . 
For truly tis an idle dream 

To woo with words of honey : 
Change (if ye wiſh heir hearts to fix) 
Your hearts into a coach and fix, 


And coin your fjghs to money / 


2 


— 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 


Loxz MixsrREL of the moonlight hour, 
Who charm'ſt the ſilent liſt'ning plain, 

A hapleſs Pil RIM treads thy bow'r, 
To hear thy ſolitary ſtrain. 


How ſoothing is the ſong of woe, 
To me, whom Love hath doom'd to pine 
For, *mid thoſe ſounds that plaintive flow, 
I hear ny ſorrows mix with Hine. 
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DINAH, OR MY LADY's HOUSEKEEPER. 


Josr forty-five, was Miſtreſs Dix an's age, 

My Lapy's Houſekeeper—ſtiff, dry, and ſage, 
Quoting old proverbs oft, with much formality : 

A pair of flannel cheeks compos'd her face; 

Red were her eyes, her noſe of ſnipe-bill race, 


Which took a deal of ſnuff, of Scottiſh quality. 


Her ſmall prim mouth bore many a hairy ſprig, 
Reſembling much the briſtles on a pig : 
She likewiſe held a handſome length of chin, 


Tapering away to ſharpneſs like a pin. 


Her teeth ſo yellow much decay beſpake, 
As every other tooth her mouth had fled ; 
Thus, when ſhe grinn'd, they ſeem'd a garden-rake, 
Or ſheep's bones planted round a flow'ret bed. 


Her hair (cep d carrots by the Wirs) was red, 
Sleek comb'd upon a roll around her head ; 
Moreover comb'd up very cloſe behind— 

No wanton ringlets waving in the wind ! 


2 2 Upon 
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Upon her head a ſmall mob-cap ſhe plac'd, 

Of lawn ſo ſtiff, with large flow'r'd ribbon grac'd, 
Velept a knot and bridle, in a bow, 

Of ſcarlet flaming, her long chin below. 


A goodly formal handkerchief of lawn, 
Around her ſcraggy neck, with parchment ſkin, 
Was fair and ſmooth, with ſtarch preciſion drawn, 
So that no prying eye might peep within. 


Yet had it peep'd, it had eſpied no ſwell, 
No lovely ſwell - no more than on a cat; 

For, lo! was Dinan's neck (I grieve to tell) 
As any tombſtone, or a flounder, flat. 


N 15 on this handkerchief ſo ſtarch and white, 
Was pinn'd a Barcelona, black and tight. 


A large broad-banded apron, rather ſhort, 
Surrounded her long waiſt, with formal port.. 


On week-days were black worſted mittens worn ; 


Black filk, on Sundays, did her arms adorn. 


Long, very long, was Miſtreſs Dinan's waiſt ; 


The ſtiff ſtay high before, for reaſons chaſte ; 


5 A ſcarlet 
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A ſcarlet petticoat ſhe gave to view— 
With a broad plaited back ſhe wore a gown, 


Of (tuff, of yellow oft, and oft of brown, 
And oft a damaſk, well beflow'r'd with blue. 


Moreover, this fame damaſk gown, or ſtuff, 
Had a large ſleeve, and a long ruffle cuff. 


Black worſted ſtockings on her legs ſhe wore ; 
Black leather ſhoes too, which ſmall buckles bore, 
Compos'd of ſhining filver, alſo ſquare, 

Holding a pretty antiquated air.. 


Shrill was her voice, that whiſtled through her beard ;: 
And tunes, at times, were moſt diſcordant heard, 
Harſh grating on poor Joan the Footman's ear; 
Harſh grating on the ears of. Houſe-maids zoo, 
Poſtillion ele, who curs'd her for a ſhrew, 
And Kitchen-wench, whom. Mis' xv taught to fivear.. 


All, all but J Eno, felt her pow'rful tongue, 
Whoſe happier ear was ſooth'd by fweerer ſong. 


No company but Jxhu's did ſhe keep, 

In horſe-fleſh, and a coach, profoundly deep; 

My Lady's Coachman, ſtout, and young, and ruddy; 
Great 


Y 
* 
g 
| 4 
- 


1 | 
i 
8 
y 
j 
| 


. * — — . AP 2 „ rr own 


p — A 7 - — mms — — = — 
zh Me — 4 
; ? „ - m _ 


| rr 
* 0 — WS — 


180 PIN DARTANA. 


Great friends were they |—full oft indeed together, 
They walk'd, regardleſs of the wind and weather, 
So pleas'd each other's happineſs to ſtudy. 


For FRIENDsHIr, to a Zephyr ſinks a form 
Turns to a pigmy, DaxcER's giant form— 

Novght caſts a dread on FRIENDSHIr's ſteady eye: 
Thus did the couple ſeek the darkef? grove, 
Where SILENCE, and ſweet MR DITATTON, rove; 


Where Sor, intruſive, was forbid to pry. 


Greatly in ſentences did ſhe delight, 
So pious | putting people in the right ; 

And often in the pray'r-book would ſhe look — 
Where matrimony was much thumb'd indeed, 
Becauſe ſhe oft neſt here Goy's word did read, 

The ſweeteſt page in all the bleſſed book. 


All on the Bible too did Dinan pore, 

Where chaſte Sus AxxA nearly was a wh—, 
By wicked ELvzxs almoſt overcome: 

King Davivy's actions too did Dinan read, 

A Man of Gop's own heart—but call'd indeed, 
A wicked fornicating rogue by ſome. 
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Of SOLOMON, admir'd ſhe much the Song ; 
Could read the Monarch's wiſdom all day long— 
And where's the wonder | lo, the gallant Jew, 


Of mortal hearts, the great queen Paſſion knew : 
Thus ſung he of the ſparrow and the dove, 


And pour'd inſtruction through the voice of Lovx. 


John Bunyan read ſhe too, and Kempis Tom, 
Who plainly ſhew'd the way to kingdom-come. 


So modeſt was ſhe, ſhe got turn'd away 
Sus ax the kitchen-wench, for harmleſs play 

With Dick the Driver—likewiſe harmleſs Dick, 
Becauſe he took from Sus Ax's lips a kiſs, 
Becauſe too, Sus Ax gave him up the bliſs, 
Without a ſcream, a faint- fit, or a kick. 


If Jonx the Footman's eye on Lucy leer'd, 
My Lady's Maid, ſhe watch'd him like a cat; 
And if the ſlighteſt word of Love ſhe heard, 
Quick in the fire indeed was all the fat— 
Off were the couple trundled—man and maid— 


Jonx for a rogue, and Lucy for a jade. 


Aaa 


181 


If 


182 PINDARIAN A. 

If &er ſhe heard of ſome forſaken Laſs, 
Who loft, by dire mishap, her maiden fame, 

At once ſhe call'd her trollop, minx of braſs, 


Strumpet, and ev'ry coarſe opprobrious name. 


Small was the mercy Dinan kept in ſtore 
For ſinful fleſh—the /malleft for a wh—. 


So modeſt Dixan | if ſhe ſaw two cats 

Ogling and pawing with their pretty pats, 

Kiſſing and ſquinting love, with friſking hops; 

Fir'd at the action, what would Dinan do? 

Slip down her hand, and lily take her ſhoe, 
Then launch in thunder at their am'rous chops. 
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With pigeons twas the fame, and other birds 
All who made love, came in for bitter words ; 

5 Poor ſimple ſouls, amidſt the genial ray, 

| | Whom ſimple Nature call'd to ſimple play; 

N N But Dix Ax call'd it vile adulteration, 

3 A wicked, impudent abomination, 


It happen d on a day, that grievous cries, 
By Dinan pour'd, created great ſurpriſe— 
Ul, very ill, in bed, alas | ſhe lay: 


is * A dreadful 
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A dreadful Colic—her good Lady wept, 
Gave her rich cordials—to her bedſide crept, 
When Dinau begg' d that ſhe would 9⁰ away. 


Down went my Lady to the parlour ſtrait, 
Fearful that Dinan ſoon would yield to fate; 
And full of ſorrow as my Lady went, 


Sighs for her Maid's recov ry, back ſhe ſent. 


Lo, Doctor PzsTLE comes to yield relief— 
He feels her pulſe—is ſolemn, ſage, and brief ; 
Preſcribeth for the Colic—nought avails ; 
On Dinan, lo, the dire diſorder gains; 
Stronger and faſter flow the colic pains, 
Fear, trembling, paleneſs, ev'ry ſoul aſſails. 


Poor Dinan !” fighs each mouth around the room, 


Join'd to a length'ning face of dread and gloom. 


At laſt, »yor Dix An pours a death-like groan— 
A gi terror ſeizeth ev'ry one: 
My np hears the cry, alas | below— 
She ſends for Doctor PzsTLE—PEsTLE ſtrait 
Runs to my Lady—*< Doctor, what's her fate? 
e Speak, is it death, dear Doctor, yes, or no?“ 
3 „Not 
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< Not death, but Iiſe, (cries PzsTLE) forc'd that ſquawl; 
« A little Jzav's come to light, that's all.” 


—— 


| 


TO CHLOE. 


Lar Sonnow ſeek her native night, 
For why ſhould mortals court the tear? 


Joy, Joy ſhould wing each moment's flight, 
And Ecno nought but rapture hear. 


I'll gather wiſdom from the dove, 
And make my life a life of love. 


While Your fits ſparkling in thine eyes, 
And lips are rich with many a kiſs ; 
Aloud the voice of NaTuxsz cries, 
« ] form'd thoſe charms alone for bliſs : 
* Go, Nywen, learn wiſdom from my dove, 


4 And be thy life a life of love.” 
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THE YOUNG FLY, AND THE OLD SPIDER. 


A FABLE, 


Ix this original and beautiful fable, the Pozr alludeth to 

the arts of Men, who, by flattery, &c. are conſtantly 

laying ſnares for Innocence. The Bar, moreover, ſheweth, 

that PxUDENCe may ſmile at the machinations of a great 
rogue. 


Freſh was the breath of morn—the buſy breeze, 
As PoxrTs tell us, whiſper'd through the trees, 


And ſwept the dew-clad blooms with wing ſo light; 
Puœzus got up, and made a blazing fire, 


That gilded every country houſe and ſpire, 
And ſmiling, put on his beſt looks ſo bright. 


On this fair morn, a SpIiDER who had ſet, 

To catch a breakfaſt, his old waving net, 
With curious art upon a ſpangled thorn ; 
At length, with gravely-ſquinting longing eye, 

Near him eſpied a pretty plump young fly, 


Humming her little oriſons to morn. 


B b b ©« Good 
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© Good morrow, dear Miſs Fur,“ quoth gallant Gziu— 
« Good morrow, Sir,” reply'd Miſs FLy to him— 

« Walk in, Miſs, pray, and ſee what I'm about :” 
« I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Sir,” Miſs FLy rejoin'd, 


My eyes are both ſo very good, I find, 


That I can plainly ſee the whole, withouz.” 


“Fine weather, Miſs') —“ Yes, very very fine,” 
Quoth Miſs—*< prodigious fine indeed: 
<« But why ſo coy ?” quoth Grim, * that you decline 
To put within my bow'r your pretty head?“ 
«Tis imply this,” 
Quoth cautious Miſs, 
« I fear you'd like my pretty head ſo well, 


« You'd keep it for yourſelf, Sir—who can tell?“ 


Then let me ſqueeze your lovely hand, my dear, 
And prove that all your dread is fooliſh, vain.” — 
« I've a ſore finger, Sir, nay more, I fear 


« You really would not let it go again.” 


% Poh, poh, child, pray diſmiſs your idle dread ; 
e would not hurt a hair of that ſweet head 
Well, then, with one kind kiſs of friendſhip meet me: 

4 „La, 
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“La, Sir, (quoth Miſs, with ſeeming artleſs tongue) | 4 
« I fear our ſalutation would be long; 
e So /oving, too, I fear that you would eat me.” 


So ſaying, with a ſmile ſhe left the rogue, 
To weave more lines of death, and plan for prog. | | 
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Wurn Love and Txurz together play'd, 
| So chearful was the Shepherd's ſong | 
How happy, too, the rural Maid! 
How light the minutes wing' d along 
But Lovs has left the ſighing vale, 
And Tzurn no longer tells her tale. 


| 
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Sly ſtealing, ſee, from ſcene to ſcene, 
The warchful JzaLousy appear; 

And pale DisTRusT with troubled mien, 
The rolling eye, and liſt' ning ear 

For Lovs has left the ſighing vale, 

And Txuru no longer tells her tale. 


Ah! 
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Ah! ſhall we ſee no more the hour, 
That wafted rapture on its wing? 
With murmurs ſhall the riv'let pour, 
That prattled from its cryſtal ſpring ? 
Yes, yes, while Lovx forſakes the vale, 
And Turn no longer tells her tale. 


TO CHLOE. 


F'rvs thouſand years have roll'd away, 
And yet, ten thouſand blockheads ſay, 
« O Pleaſure, thou'rt the devil: 
While NaruxE bids them joy embrace, 


They fling the bleſſing in her face; 
Now this is moſt uncivil | 


But I'm not one of thoſe, (thank heav'n !) 
Ingratitude was never giv'n 

To my good heart I'm fure: 
Would Curox yield a thouſand kiſſes, 
Upon my knees I'd ſeize the bliſſes, 

And beg a thouſand more. 


ODE 
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ODE TO A COUNTRY 'SQUIRE, 


ON THE EVE OF HIS MARRIAGE. 


Gaar 'Squv1RE ! you're now upon the eve of marriage, 
And, O great Squmx, I know you are a hog ; 

Indeed fo fad a brute in all your carriage, 
You'll freely give your wife up for a dog. 


This day will yield a Faix-oxs to your arms, 
Whoſe dow'r are all the Virtues, and her charms. 


Forc'd by the frown of Poverty to wed, 
With deep regret, I ſee th' unwilling Faris 

Dragg'd from her Loves, to thy hated bed 
Sold by a cruel Parent to DRS AIR: 


See her deck'd out by gariſh, idle Azr, 
To captivate thy vulgar, ſavage heart, 

And live a TyRAN T's fave—a ſervile wife! 
How like the victim lamb, in ribbons dreſt, 
Led from its vale and ſport, ſo lately bleſt, 

To loſe its ſweetly-inoffenſive life! 


Now, Squire, I'll tell you how *twill be ere long 
(O could the thunder of the Poet's ſong, 
| BCE: Preventing, 


Preventing, daſh thine iron cheek with ſhame 1) 
Thou'lt quarrel with her virtues, peerleſs beauty! 
Bid her © like ſpaniels, underſtand her duty ;” 

Upbraid her with the want of wealth and name. 


Wilt ſay ſhe came a beggar to thy houſe ; 

That through mere charity thou took'ſt her in; 
Tell her ſhe © crawls about thee like a louſe, 

„ Eternally a torment to thy ſkin.” 


How dares thy fancy nurſe the lying thought ; 


How durſt, alas! thy villain tongue declare, 


That, when to hee the beauteous Maip was brought, 


Thy offer'd hand with honour cloath'd the Faix? 


Know, with the virtues of the charming Map, 
Know, with her beauties thou'rt too well repaid ; 


Ev'n by a ſmile, that all our envy draws : 


Ah! when ſhe yieldeth to thy lips her kiſs, 


And boſom yields thee, (too ſublime a bliſs !) 
The luckleſs Vixcin barters gems for fraws. 


At length thou'lt leave her for a wench—thy Cook ; 
She will enjoy thy caſh, and love-clad look; 
The turnſpit-baſtards, to thine eye be dear— 


4 Thy 
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Thy Wirz, with ſweetneſs bordering on divine, 
Pale wretch | in ſecret ſolitude ſhall pine, 


Mourn to the wind, and drop the filent tear. 


To heav'n, for help, ſhe lifts the brimfull eye ! 
Kind Hrav'n reſumes the gift its bounty gave 
With happy heart thou hear'ſt her parting figh, 


And drunken, madding, danceſt o'er her grave. 


Thy Cook-wench ſoon becomes thy proper mate, 
And leaves thee ſoon for lads who clean thy ſtables ; 


Moſes thee, pulls thine ears, and pounds thy pate, 
And, with much juſtice, on thee turns the tables. 


Ma'am Cook ſhall oft contrive to ſee thee ſeippring, 
To hide thee from her rage, from room to room ; 


Urg'd by a ladle-full of Sroth or dripping, 
Or by the ſtrong perſuaſions of the broom. 


To plague a little more thine aching head, 


And keep thee, mournful devil, upon thorns ; 
Shall take thy own Poſtillion to her bed, 
And, threat'ning, dare thee once to mention hors. 


THE 
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THE COMPLAINT OF MIRZA, 


T 0 


SELIMA, HIS MISTRESS. 
[From the Perſian.] | 


Wurxs is the Nymph of Sardi's green domain, 
The Nymph, whom every Bard of Perſia ſings ? 

To find the wand'rer out, and ſoothe my pain, 
Sweet bird of morn, to Mirza lend thy wings. 


But wherefore ſeek the Nymph of Sardi's vale, 
Who ſullen flies where Horar's waters roll ; 
Scorns all my plaints, that mourn along the gale, 
And ſcorns the ſurge of grief, that finks my ſoul ? 


Ah! can that cheek where Bzaury's ſummer dwells, 
Retain a ſmile, whilſt Mizza's ſorrows flow ? 

Ah! can that heart, that every ſoftneſs {wells, 
Forbear to heave on Mirza's ſongs of woe? 


Come, like the morn, pure virgin of delight, 

And, bluſhing, chaſe the cloud of Mixza's fears: 
Come, like the ſun upon the dews of night, 

And with thy radiance, ſmile away my tears. 
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HAWKING, A BAL L A D, 


Made at FAL CONERS HALL, YoRKSHIRE. 


Cour, ſportſmen, away—the morning how fair ! 

To the wolds, to the wolds, let us quickly repair ; 

Bold TyunDer® and LicuTNinG® are mad for the game, 
And Dart and the Devit+ are both in a flame. 


See, Backers}, a Kite la mere ſpeck in the ſky— 
Zounds | out with the owl—lo, he catches his eye 
Down he comes with a ſweep be unhooded each Hawk; 
Very ſoon will they both to the Gentlemam talk. 


They're at him—he's off - now they're o'er him again: 
Ah! that was a ſtroke—ſee | he drops to the plain 
They rake him—they tear him—he flutters, he cries, 
He ſtruggles, he turns up his talons, and dies. 


See, a Magpie ! let ly—how he flutters and ſhambles ! 
| How he chatters, poor rogue! now he darts to the brambles : 
Out again—overtaken—his ſpirits now flag— 


Flip! he gives up the ghoſt—good night Miſter Mag. 


* Names of two Hawks, + Names of Hawks. 
＋ The Head Falconer. 
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Lo, a Heron | let looſe—how he pokes his long neck, 
And darts, with what vengeance, but vainly, his beak | 
Egad, he ſhifts well—now he feels a death-wound, 


And, with Tnuxpzx and LicnuTNING, rolls tumbling to 
ground. 


Thus we Falconers port now homewards we ſtray, 
To fight o'er the bottle, the wars of the day: 


And in honour, at night, of the chace and its charms, 
Sink ſweetly to reſt, with a Dove in our arms. 


ODE EO HSA LTH. 


PETER proteſteth againſt Phyſic. 


Swzer Nyuen, of roly cheek and ſprightly mien, 
Who, vagrant, playful, on the hills art ſeen, 

E'er Sor. illumines the grey world below; 
Now, doe-like, ſkipping wild from vale to vale, 
Enamour'd of the rills and freſh'ning gale, . 


From whoſe mild wing the ſtreams of fragrance flow. 


O! midſt thoſe hills and vales contented ſtray— 
Thou wilt be ruin'd if thou com'ſt away— 


3 Doctors 
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Doctors too much like man-traps lie in wait— 
They'll tell thee, beauteous Nvuk, ten thouſand lies, 
That they can mend thy bloom, and ſparkling eyes— 

Avoid, avoid, my dear, the dangerous bait. 


Like the ft woodcock of the year, 
The inſtant that he dares appear, 
The country's up to kill him—dog and gun ! 
So when thou ſhoweſt, Nywen, thy roſy face, 
I ſee at once an Æſculapian chace 


And, oh! if caught, thou wilt not find it fun. 


Lo, this proclaims he vendeth at his ſhop 
Rich immortality i in his dear drop; 
Another dire impoſtor, bawling louder, 
Swears that it lodges only in His powder. 


Theſe raggamuffins have the name of Quack, 
Prepar'd to put thy beauties on the rack— 

But then, the Regulars /—ay, what are they! ? 
The Regulars, my love, are Gentlemen, 


Whom very juſtly nine in ten, 
I with an eye of no ſmall dread ſurvey. 


The Regulars in phyſic, I'm afraid, 


And all th' irregulars who ply the trade, 
| Are 
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Are juſt like men that form an army ; 
Whichever at you lifts his gun, alas ! 
BK Will ſoon convince you what muſt come to paſs— 


The ſhot will very comfortably warm ye. 


Indeed, the only dift'rence will be this, 
Nor Quack nor Regular the mark will 206; 
The art of killing they are all fo pat in: 
On broken Engliſh, fate by zhaz you ſeek ; : 
By this, upon the wings of mongrel Greek, 
And pye-bald Latin. 


Then once more let me bid thee, blooming Lass, 

| To keep, like Babylon's great King, at graſs, 

And thou wilt find it not an idle notion : 

: Tis fair, that I ſhould try to ſave thy life 8 
And know that Dearr is never half ſo rife, 4 
As when the country ſwarms with pill and potion. 


ö O blooming Wand'reR of the breezy hills, 
Beware then of thoſe potions and thoſe pills 
Be kiſſes all thy phyſic, roſe-lipp'd HxALTH; 
Kiſſes, my eaſy noſtrum, ne'er are rife, 
For ever pregnant, lovely Nywen, with /fe, 


And fweeter when they are enjoy'd by fealth. 


I've built a neat ſnug cottage on the plain 
Pr'ythee drop in ſome evening on thy ſwain. 


4 * * „ 3 * _ . 
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TO CHLOE 


Curr, I live, and live for thee alone - 
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Truſt me, there's nought worth living for, beſide: 


Nought for thine abſence, Chlox, can atone, 


Lo, full of innocence the lambkins bleat ; 
The brooks in ſweeteſt murmurs purl along ; 
The lark's, the linnet's voices too, are ſweet— 
But what are theſe to CHLokꝰ's tuneful tongue? 


With ev'ry balm, the breath of Zzrnvr blows; 
But thine can yield a thouſand times more bliſſes: 


I own the fragrance of the bluſhing roſe, 
Bur, ah! how faint to balm of ChLok's kiſſes! 


Ye Gods! I mark thy frown, and ſcornful eye, 
And now thy bridling chin of ſcorn I ſee : 
And now I hear thee, ſo contemptuous, cry, 


„What are my kiſſes, ſaucy Swain, to thee ?” 
Eee 


Though Pacsus ſhines, and NaTuxe pours her pride. 


True, 
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True, deareſt CuLos—yet each kiſs divine, 
Which dwelleth on thy lips ſo very teazing, 

Would quickly change its nature were it une, 
And rapt'rous prove —ſuperlatively pleaſing / 


Lovs is a generous Gop, and 'tis his pleaſure 
To ſee the gold he gives, in circulation— 
Then ceaſe to hoard ſuch quantities of treaſure, 


And be afraid to put him in a paſſion. 


Thy beauties ſhould the angry God divide, 


And throw amongſt thy ſex, *twould be alarming ; 
And not a little mortify thy pride, 


To meet, dear CHLox, ev'ry woman charming. 


O D E. 
PETER praiſeth Conſtancy. 


Tu unſteady mind is my abomination; 
I curſe the whiffling and inconſtant paſſion: 
From me, dear ConsTaxcy, don't, don't depart— 
I love the cooing turtle and her mate— 
The Proteus MuTaziliTty I hate 
A Demon when he holds the human heart; 


R 4 A flutt'ring 
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A flutt'ring ſtraw, to wander fo inclin'd; 


Keeping the company of ev'ry wind. 


Old cuſtoms let us not exchange for new; 
They fit fo eaſy —juſt like an old ſhoe: 
And let us not, as though from Wis Dou's ſchools, 


Fancy our forefathers were arrant fools. 


Fen in religious matters, folks love change ; 

Scheming new roads to heav'n, they wildly range; 
Hunting with noſes all ſo keen, about : 

J like an honeſt conſtancy in ſouls, 

In ſpite of intereſt, that our race controuls, 


Turning, like pudding-bags, men inſide out. 


In Ireland, not long ſince, th' unlucky Carrie, 
And that ſad plague, call'd Muxrain, had a battle; 
When Muxkain prov'd a molt victorious foe— 
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For Rau and Ews, 'SqQuirt BuLli, and Mapam Cow, 


And luſty MisTzzx Boas, and MisTREss Sow, 
Were by this rogue in multitudes laid low.. 


Numbers indeed refign'd their breath, 
To fill the gaping tombs of death. 


Now in the Pariſh, midſt the Munzain's rage, 
Which all the. Farrier's ſkill could not aſſuage, 


Liv'd' 
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Liv'd a good Prieſt-FATHER M*Syant ; 
Famous afar for wonder-working pray' rs; 
Minding not ſins one pin, though thick as hares, 

Safe were the ſouls of the profane 


One Sunday he defir'd to ſay his maſſes, 

Amidſt the field - where beaſts of various claſſes, 
Infected by this Murzain, might appear : 

His congregation follow'd, to be {ure ; 

Burr, Cow, Pie, SnEREP, ſurrounded him for cure, 


Yielding his maſſes an attentive ear. 


What happen'd ? Diſappointed was the DzvII, 
FATHERR M*<Snant's good prayers deſtroy'd the evil; 
Buri, Cow, and Snzzy, ſo hungry, graz'd the plains, 
And Pics, half famiſh'd, fell upon the grains. | 


In ſhort, their healths and appetites return'd— 


Farurr M' Saxz, what? laugh'd, while Saran mourn'd. 


Proud of his deed, the holy Father went 
To a rich Proteſtant, with good intent, 
To make the Murxzain from His cattle fly: 
„ FaATHER M*SHaxg,” the Farmer cry'd in ſcorn, 
« My cattle all were Church-of- England born, 
And in that holy faith they all ſhall die.“ 
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A LITTLE SKETCH 


OF A CERTAIN 


MOST MERCIFUL AND LITTLE JUDGE. 


Func tu, Romane, caveto; 


Hic niger eſt 


Lo, that be- periwigg d black Knave in ſcarlet, 
The robes deep bluſhing for their Maſter's ſoul; 
With what ſolemnity he fits, the varlet ! 
With what ſublimity his eye-balls roll! 
With what a grave pompoſity he blows 
What has been often pull'd—his mean pug-noſe ! 


With what a ſanctity pronouncing death / 
How pleas'd in ſecret ſwells the fatal breath! 


Religion-cloath'd, each ſentence moves along, 


While thirſt for murder prompts the villain's tongue.. 


Look at this Judge this fellow, out of court! 
The very firſt in RocukRv's hawk-ey'd ſchool | 


A knave, committing crimes of ev'ry /ort ; 


To whom, Hyeockisy's an arrant fool, 
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“There's no ſuch Man, the world exclaims,—That's true; 


But ſuch a Monſter, ev'ry day we view. 
F ff 


SIR 
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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


Ts it not aſtoniſhing that the life of ſo great a Man as 
Sir JonuA REYNOT DS ſhould not have been written? A 
Painter who poſſeſſed more of the charming art than almoſt 
any ſingle Profeſſor that ever exiſted. 

But Fam proclaimeth Mr. Jamss BoswzLL to be big 


with the biography of this celebrated Artiſt, and ready to 
{ink into the ſtraw ! 


See JounsoN's angry ghoſt, ye Gods, ariſe | 
He drops his nether lip, and rolls his eyes ; 
And roars, O Bozzy, Bozzy, ſpare the dead / 
ce Raiſe not thy biographic guillotine ; 
ce Decapitate no more with that machine, 


Nor frighten HoxROR with a /econd head: 


From REVYNOLDS' neck, the pond'rous weapon keep: 
<« Ceaſe, Anthropophagus, to murder ſleep l“ 


There is a wonderful energy, as well as ſonorous ſubli- 
mity in this polyſyllabic expreſſion of the Ghoſt of our 
immortal Moraliſt and Lexicographer, not obvious to the 
minora ſidera of literature. The word Anthropophagus is a 
derivative from the Greek, ſignifying Maneater; and Mr. 


3 JAuxs 
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James BoswsLr having regaled moſt plentifully on the 
carcaſe of Dr. Jonxsox, and meaning to make as hearty 
a meal on the body of Sir JosHua REVY NOL DS, furniſheth the 
perturbed Spectre with an appellative of fortunate propriety. 


JounsoNn and REVNoLps, lo, for ever loſt ! 
Of no great man has Bozzy now to boaſt ; 
Of no rich table now can Bozzy brag : 
Indeed, like faded Beauties, he will ſay, 
« Envy muſt own I've had my ſhining day.” — 
What wert thou ?—an illuminated rag 


But what's become of boaſtful Bozz v now ? 
Deep ſunk in mournful ſolitude art thou | 
Amidſt thy ſmall tin- box, ſo drear and dark, 
No courted Gznivs caſts a lucky ſpark ! 
Nothing to gild thy ſolitary tinder, 


Save the rude flint and ſteel of PRTER PinDas. 


AN EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 


"FE pou GH here in death thy relicks lie, 
Thy worth ſhall live in Mu'Rv's eye; 


Who 
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Who oft at Nichr's pale noon ſhall ſtray, 
To bathe with tears thy lonely clay. 


Here Prrv too, in weeds forlorn, 

Shall, mingling ſighs, be heard to mourn ; 
With GxNrus drooping o'er thy tomb, 

In ſorrow for a Brother's doom, 


ODE ON THE CHOLERIC CHARACTER. 


PETER reprebendeth RATIONAL CREATURES, for their violent Anger 
againſt IN ANI¹MAT ES. 


Hern the man whoſe heart of ſuch a fort is, 

As holds more butter-milk than aqua-fortis ! 
But, lord | how paſſionate are certain folk ! - 

How like the ſea, reflecting ev'ry form, 

So placid !—the next inſtant in a ſtorm, 
Daſhing againſt the inoffenſive rock; 


Mounting towards the ſkies with ſuch a thunder, 
As though it wiſh'd (the lev'ler l) to bring under 
Sun, moon, and ſtars, and tear them into tatters— 
Such paſſions verily are ſerious matters. 
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Men in morality ſhould ne'er be idle, 
But for thoſe paſſions make a ſtrong curb bridle, 


When lofty man doth quarrel with a pin, 
In man reſides the folly or the fin— 

Not in the braſs, by which his finger's ſpitted— [ll 
For with a ſmall philoſophy we find, 0 


That, as a pin is not endow'd with mind, 1 
| 
; 
i 


Of malice call'd prepenſe, Pix ſtands acquitted : 


Thus then his aukwardne/s muſt bear the blame, | Wii 
And thus to perſecute the pin's a ſhame: 


Many inanimates, as well as pins, 0 


| i 
Suffer for others' fooleries and fins. 1 


How oft a drunken blockhead damns a poſt, 
That overturns him, breaks his ſhins, or head; 
Whoſe eyes ſhould certainly have view'd the coaſt, 0 
And have avoided this ſame poſt ſo dread; 


Whereas he ſhould have ſpar'd his idle cries, 
And only damn'd his own two b/inking eyes. 


A little Welchman, Welchman-like indeed, 
Hot as Chian, that is to ſlay— 
Ggg A Bachelor 
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A Bachelor —and therefore ev'ry Nzzp, 
Was, for ſubſiſtence, foro d to him to pray: 


This BachzLox, to ſatisfy withall 


His gullet, 
Put into a ſmall pot indeed 700 finall, 
A Pullet. 


The Pullet's legs were not to be confin'd ; 
So out they pok'd themſelves, ſo ſleek and white : 
The Welchman curs'd her legs, with wicked mind, 
And puſh'd them in again, with monſt'rous ſpite. 


The Pullet liking not the Pot's embrace, 
So very warm—indeed a nat'ral caſe, 

Pok'd forth her ſhrinking legs again, ſo fair ; 
With ſeeming much uneaſineſs, in troth, 
Objecting to her element of broth, 

And wiſhing much to take a little air. 


The CauBRO-BRITON waxing red and hot, 
And highly foaming too, juſt like the pot, 
Ran to the legs, and ſhov'd them in once more; 
But, lo! his oaths and labour all were vain ; 
Out pok'd the Pullet's boiling legs again ; 
Which put the Welchman's paſſions in a roar} 
4 


What 
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What will not mortals, urg d by rage and fin, do? 
Mad at defeat, and with a dev'liſh ſcowl, 


He ſeizes with ferocity the fowl, 


And, full of vengeance, whirls her out at window. 


TO MISS HARRINGTON, OF BAT H. 


cc Aras, alas, I've loſt a day!“ 
Good Trrus once was heard to ſay, 
And ſorely, ſorely to repent it — 
What was it made the Emp'ror groan ? 
I'd give a good round ſum, I own, 
To be inform'd how *twas he ſpent it. 


Dear Trrus, quickly leave thy tomb; 

Enter of HARRIN TON the room, 
Whom Mus1c and each Gract reveres— 

I'll anſwer for t, thou wilt not ſay, 

&« Alas, alas, I've loſt a day; 
But,“ Gods! I've found five Hundred years !” 


ANACREON 
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ANACREON TO HIS LYRE. 
Sent to a Lady. 


Fam would I ſtrike the harp to Kings, 
And give to war the ſounding ſtrings; 
But, lo! the chords rebellious prove, 
And tremble with the notes of love. 


In vain I quarrel with my lyre, 

In vain I change the rebel wire; 
Boldly I ſtrike to war again, 

But love prevails through all the ſtrain. 


Oh! fince not maſter of the ſhell, 

Ye Kings, and ſons of war, farewell ; 
And fince the Loves the ſong require, 
To Venus I reſign the lyre. 


— ——- 


_ "Twas thus, O Nywen, with attic tongue, 
The gay AxackEON pour'd the ſong, 
A Bard belov'd by me : | 
And who the Pokr's harp can blame? 
Perhaps old Greece could boaſt a Dux, 
With every grace like bee. 
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O D E. 


PETER modeſtly, delicately, and tenderly, pleadeth againſt the exceſſive 


Damages lately given for certain illegal Liberties in Love=matters. . 


A Max may, in the cold dim eve of life, 
By way of ſun-ſhine, take a pretty wife, 

To warm him, as King David did of yore“; 
Kiſs her neat little finger, pat her cheek, 
Toy with the ſnowy beauties of her neck— 

No more! 

Preventing thus each Rake of fleſh and fin 
From impudently ſtepping in. 


Thus toying, mumbling, chuckling, the old fool, 

Who wanteth much the birch of Curip's ſchool, 
Expects his wife, ſo ſoft, and ſo divine, 

To fancy ev'ry ſublunary bliſs 

In ev'ry toying monkey-trick, and kiſs, | 
And round his neck, her arms with rapture twine; 


Juſt like the fragrant pea, with blooms ſo thick, 


That curls her tendrils round a rotten ſtick !. 


* Here is a flagrant error of the Lyric Bard. It was not a wife, but a pair 
of pretty black-eyed Hebrew laſſes, whom the Monarch choſe for his loving 


companions. 
Hhh For 


2t0  PINDARIAN A. 
For him to raiſe his hedge, and bar his gate, 
Is nat'ral—fad is treſpaſs on th' eſtate : 


For who, alas | can fit with ſilent eaſe, | 
And ſee a neighbour's pig among his peas ? 


But why ſhould ...... be afraid of horns, 
Who married a poor ſqueal, ſtarv'd cat, for money ? 
Heav'ns | what ſhould put the Jupox's breech on thorns ? 
Where, for the waſps, alas! is Madam's honey ? 


'Tis ſweetneſs tempts the inſects from the ſkies ; 
Gall needeth not a flapper for the flies. 


So furious is this Jop againſt Crim, Con. 
That poor ADULTERY is juſt undone : 
Afraid to write, or ſqueeze, or wink his eye, 


Nay, waft the ſoul's ſoft wiſhes on a fagh |! 


Woe to the wicked Cum, factors now | 
Ten, twenty, thirty, forty thouſand pounds, 
For him to pay, who milks his neighbour's cow ; 


Stealing by night ſo {lily to his grounds! 


O' tis ſo vile, fo wicked an affair 


« Dreadful a neighbour's honour to enſnare— 


Take his dear ſpouſe without his leave, indeed | 
“ What! 
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« What | of his boſom ſteal the tender wife! 
The pigeon to his feet, prolonging life, 
Of finking age the ſweet ſupporting reed 


% O that the law would make ſuch doings death! 
Thus roars the jealous Jupcs, with thund'ring breath. 


O.. . . .I rave not thus with anger pale, 

But let thy Fav rite JusTICE hold the ſcale : 

What though we muſt condemn the ſmuggled bliſs ; 
Ten thouſand pounds are too much for a kiſs. 


THE ADDRESS OF THE FAIRIES 


TO THE 


LADIES OF R—, IN CORNWALL: 


Left on the Dial-plate in the Garden. 


VI gentle Maips of Camborne's Druid vale, 
Admir'd and lov'd by all our elfin train; 
Your worth with wonder and delight we hail, 


And pen, unſeen, for you the tuneful ſtrain, 
? Beneath 


212 PINDARTIAN A. 


Beneath theſe oaks our happy court we keep, 

When Midnight rules the world with ſolemn ſway ; 
While you, forgetful, fink to ſilent ſleep, 

We, blithſome, gambol *mid the moonlight ray. 


Sweet is the ſpot where Inxocexcs is ſeen— 
Dear is the valley where the VIxruEs dwell : 
By ſuch allur'd, we trip this dewy green, 
Far from the ſound of Rior's ſavage yell. 


HzaLrn, roſe-lipp'd HEALTH, ſhall crown your cryſtal rill, 
And bid with ev'ry balm your Zephyrs blow ; 

Unceaſing ſong ſhall charm the echoing hill, 
And PLEnTy robe with bloom, the vale below. 


Thus wing'd with joy ſhall glide your golden hours, 
Till for yon ſkies ye bid the world adieu ; 
And when at laſt ye leave theſe bliſsful bow'rs,. 


Your little weeping friends will wander too. 


OBERON, 
Puck, 


BLossou, 


Mas, Wea. 


To 
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TO CHARLOTTE, ON NEW-YEAR's DAY. 


: BznorD another year ſucceed | 

1 But, CHARLOT TE, thou haſt nought to dread, 
1 Since Tiux will ev'ry beauty ſpare : 

Tins knows what's perfect, and well knows, 
Twould take him ages to compoſe 


Another Damſel half /o fair. 


TO CYNTHIA. 


Crxrma, I own my heart is loſt, 
And dare confeſs it with a boaſt ; 
It does a credit to my ſighs; 
For who like zhee diſplays a face, 
Or who like zhee abounds with grace, 
Or ſports like zhee a pair of eyes? 


But, ah! tis folly to complain, 
Becauſe I hear no faghs again, 

A ſoft, a ſweet return for ine: 
Loves is a Rogue, who bade me gaze; 
And when he ſaw y boſom blaze, 


Refus'd to raiſe a ſpark in zhine. | 
Ii i HYMN 
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HYMN TO SILENCE. 


O SILENCE, to our earth by Wrspow giv'n, 

Yet from the faſhionable circles drivn 

To breathing Zephyrs, and the limpid ſtream, 
Whoſe murmurs ſweetly ſoothe the ſhepherd's dream; 
For thee I often ſigh, but figh in vain, 
When ForLLy ſtuns me with her noify train. 
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Oh ! how I wiſh thy preſence, when the Sauinz 
mpertinently burſts into my room; 
Hallooing from the kennel's howl and mire, | 
And caſting o'er my day, a midnight gloom. 


Yet if his ſiſter Phil. comes giggling in, 

And talks of faſhions, op' ra, ball, and play 5 

Methinks, my ears can bear the varied din, 
Which forceth thee, mute Mam, to run away. 


Yet tis not long I wiſh, thee thus apart; 
So much thy preſence glads, at times, my heart — 
For when I claſp the Nymph, fo fair and young, 
And ſteal a ſweet acquaintance with her Ip. 
I wiſh thee in the room at once to ſkip, 
And gently take poſſeſſion of her torgues 
SET gh | CECILIA. 
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GE GIL I A. 


Cecilia, as twas Chriſtmas time, 
Reſolving on a flight ſublime, 
Prepar'd to paſs her holidays in heav'n: 
The Goppxss then bruſh'd up her wings, 
Pick'd up her trinkets, her beſt things, 
Her harp, and ſongs, and pen, by Pacesus giv'n. 


When in ruſh'd Music“ Madam, no, 
* Indeed you muſt not, ſhall not go — 
« Poh| hold thy tongue. (the GoppEss cry'd) thou 
Ninny; 
« Think'ſt thou I'll quit dear Barn, my pride, 
« And not an equal charm. provide? 
«© Thou ſtupid creature, to forget Rauzzini.” 


S: Q N G. 


An, Dx11a 1 I will not complain, 
That another is bleſt in thy charms; 7 8 il 
Yet allow me to envy the Swain, 


Whom DEL1a can take to her arms. 0 
4 I confeſs i 
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I confeſs that no merit is mine 
That of Dz114 I ought to deſpair I 
Since thy virtues, dear Maid, are divine, 
And thy form like an Angel's ſo fair. 


On Fars let me fix all the blame, 
Who ſhow'd me thy form of deſire; 
When I caught from thy beauty a flame, 
That only with life can expire. 


Yet, DRLIA, before I depart, 
Ah! do not one favour deny; 


Though Fox ruxꝝ denies me thy Heart, 


Let thy pity accept of its figh. 


 MADRIGA L. 


Sweet Girl, the man's a downright fool, 
That aſks for conſtancy in love— 
VarIETY'S a charming ſchool : 


How nat'ral for the heart to rove | 


A form like thine can never cloy— 
And, lo, thy graces, what a plenty | 

Then tell me, why ſhould one enjoy 

The beauties that ſuffice for ;wenty ? 
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AN APOLOGY FOR INCONSTANCY, 


G PHILLIS 


0 


A 


How tis thou governeſt above, 


A 


« I know not verily, O Lovsz ; 


But, to my grief, this truth I know, 
That FoLLy leads thy dance below.” 


A 


Twas thus I ſpleenful cry'd, when firſt my heart 
From thy black ſparklers felt the ſtinging dart : 
In diſmal crape I dreſs'd up many a ballad ; 
Mad at ſour looks, I look'd for nought but ſmile, 


Not dreaming once that vinegar and oil 
Produc'd a fine effect upon a fallad. 


My wary wiſdom now is on its guard, 
And ev'ry day, I, PETER, am prepar'd 

To catch my little Syren out of humour : 
A diſappointment at a ball perchance, 


Not ſtanding up the foremoſt in a dance, 


Which forms a feaſt for wide-mouth'd Mapam Rumovs, 


May give thee fidgets, put thee out of forts— 
What lighted Lady loveth ſuch reports? 
Kkk Grant 
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Grant that thine eyes, with ſullen clouds o'ercaſt, 
Let fall, alas! a hearty ſhow'r of-rain— 
Soon will thoſe ſuns (for long it cannot laſt) 
Peep out with radiance on the world again. 
When, lo! their beams will ſeem a great deal brighter, 
My ſpirits alſo dancing ten times lighter. 


Life is too maukiſh, if tis always ſweet ; 

At times, a diſappointment 1s a treat. 

Some ſcout this do&rine—Pſha! the vapid afles | 
Lord, drown them in a hogſhead of molaſſes. 


When MajzsTy was in a monſtrous paſſion, | 

And grimly TxuzxLow thunder'd out d-mnation, 

And LxEDSs and Hawsxss'y join'd their jowls together, 
Brewing, like witches of Macbeth, foul weather; 


I cannot truly ſay my heart was light: 
Indeed the Bard found ſomething like a fright; 
Indeed I trembled at the gathering gloom; 
But when the cloud ſo harmleſs paſs'd away, 
My ſpirits all fo frolickſome and gay, 
To dance their jig, had ſcarcely elbow-room. 
I laugh'd at each dark terrifying mien, 


And mock'd the dread that ruſh'd through ev'ry vein. 
Yet, 
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Yet, is it poſſible, ye tuneful Nine, 
(Doubtleſs the thought the great Aol Lo ſhocks) 
That verſes vended by a Bard divine, 
Can put his ſacred legs into the ſtocks ? 
Yes | and his ſacred head into the pillory ; 
So ſay the law archives of Lent and Hilary. 


Some, Moderation kick, like fools, to door, 
And wiſh their paſſions always in a roar. 

Ah! would thoſe madmen wiſely time employ, 
They ought to be economiſts of joy. 


Too frequent and too violent a motion, 
Will tear the beſt machinery to pieces; 

This doctrine to young maſters is a potion, 
A nauſeous potion too to Jove-fick Miſſes. 


Beyond th' extravagance of rhyme, 
Beyond the flight of thought ſublime, 

I chace not bliſſes thus beyond all meaſure— 
Raprukz's a fiery hunter to beſtride; 


Indeed I wiſh not -:adman-like to ride, 
But calm on that ſweet filley, chriſten d PLzasuRs. 


PnilLLIs, I will not always have thy ſmile ; 


At times, I'll give thee liberty to pout: 
Such 
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Such is my plan, the minutes to beguile; 


Sometimes in heav'n, my love, and ſometimes out. 
Variety affords a zeſt to life— 


But, mum |—we muſt not ſay this to a wife, 


HYMN TO LIFE. 


Pazexr of PLEASURE, and of many a groan, 
I ſhould be loath to part with thee, I own, 
Dear Lirz | I 
To tell the truth, I'd rather loſe a wife, 
Should Heay'n e'er deem me worthy of poſſeſſing 
That beſt, that moſt invaluable bleſſing. 


Some people talk of thee with much ſang-froid, 
As one too pitiful to be enjoy d; 
But thou'rt a moſt delightful girl with 2e 
A hundred thouſand pretty things are rhine; 
Indeed, of golden treaſure thou'rt a mine, 


Thy manners greatly with my heart agree. 


I love thy ſweet acquaintance from my heart ; 
Will make a bargain with thee not to part, 


4 


Till 


Till Fate ſhall ſtrike our ſyſtem off i its — : 
Conſenting to a little gout ſometimes, 
That ſpoils my appetite to meat and rhimes, 
Thoſe very ſharp memento-mori twinges. 


I thank thee that thou brought'ſt me into being; 
The things of this our world are well worth ſceing, 
And, let me add moreover, well worth feeling ; 
Then what the dev'l would people have, 
Theſe gloomy hunters of the grave, 
For ever ſighing, groaning, canting, kneeling ? 


I cannot riſe from thee as from a feaſt, 
As Horace ſays, uti conviva ſatur— 
No fuch matter : 
I'll anſwer for myſelf at leaſt. 


No, when it comes that thou and I muſt part, 
Lies, I ſhall leave thee with a ſighing heart; 
Leave the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 


With ling' ring longing looks, ſays Gray. 


Some wiſh they never had been born, how odd | 
To ſee the handy works of God, 
In ſun, and moon, and ſtarry ſky ; 


L11 Though 
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Though laſt, not leaſt, to ſee ſweet Wouwan's charms 4 


Nay more, to claſp them in our arms, 

And pour the foul in love's. delicious ſigh, 
Is well worth coming for, I'm ſure, 
Suppoſing that thou gav'ſt us nothing more. 


Yet, thus ſurrounded, Lizs, dear Lies, I'm Bine; 
And could. I always call thee nine, 

I would not quickly bid this world farewell : 
But whether here, or long, or ſhort my ſtay, 
I'll keep in mind, for ev'ry day, 

An old French motto, Vive la bagatelle ! 


Before us Hzav'N hath. plac'd the tear and ſmile ; 
Fach may be won with very trifling toil— 
But if there be in nature ſuch a mule, 
Who, willing with misfortune to be curſt, 
Should, like an ideot, madly chooſe the firſt, 
In God's name let. him ſuffer like a fool. 


Misfortunes are this lott'ry world's ſad blanks ; 


Preſents, in my opinion, not worth thanks : 
The Px ASU RES are the twenty-thouſand prizes, 
Which nothing but a downright aſs deſpiſes. 


5 


ODE 
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ODE TO ADMIRAL HOTHAM. 


TT nk happy man, on whom Duxpas and PitT, 
With all the energy of human wit, 


And all the pow'rs of ſacred truth beſide, 
Have laviſh'd the wild torrent of their praiſe, 
Deck'd thy bald head with GLoxx's brighteſt rays ! 
Haſte from thy veſſel with unwounded hide; 


Thy veſſel, which, like zhee, mid Wax's alarm, 
And mighty danger, met no mighty harm. 


Great Tas, at once thy courfe for England ſhape ; 
England, broad ſtaring, quite upon the gape, 
To meet the Victor, by whoſe arm, Duxpas 


Declares what mary lous things have come to pals | 


Yet as we bear thee through the ſtreets along, 
Amid the ſtunning ſhout, and howling ſong; 
Suppoſe a PaTrIoT Sac ſhould croſs thy way, 
And, claiming filence, aſk in manly tone, 
% What for theſe honours, Hor hau, haſt thou done?“ 
Horhau! now what the devil wilt thou ſay ? 


FROM 
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FROM THE PERSIAN OF EMIR JOHAD. 


TO THE BUTTERFLY. 


Swzzr child of ſummer, who from flow'r to flow'r, 
To ſip each odour, ſport'ft on ſilken wing; 

I greet thy preſence mid the golden hour, 
Whilſt with the birds the vales of Szzv1. ring. 


I ſee thee perching on each roſe's bloom ; 
From fragrance thus to fragrance wont to glide ; 
Now from the tender vi'let waft perfume ; 


Now fix'd upon the lily's ſnowy pride. 


Though bleſt art thou—my bliſs is greater ſtill; 
I kiſs the boſom of the brighteſt Fair | 
The charms of Apzr, all my ſenſes fill; 
And whilſt thoſe charms I preſs, her love I ſhare. 


But thou a mutual paſſion canſt not know ; 
No fond endearments can return to thee— 
Whilſt I, belov'd, with conſtant rapture glow— 
Sweet child of ſummer, come and envy zue. 
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ODE TO THE LION SHIP OF WAR, 


On her Return with the Embaſſy from CHINA. 


Dean Lion, welcome from thy monkey trip; 
Glad is the Bard to ſee thee, thou good Ship; 
Thy mournful enſign, half way down the ſtaff, 


Provokes (I fear me much) a general laugh | 


What fad long phizzes thou haſt now on board ! 
A high and mighty diſappointed Loxp | 


And lo, a diſappointed doughty Knicur, 
Whoſe buds of hope have felt a horrid blight, 


Say, wert thou not aſbam d to put thy prow | 
Where Bzirons, dog-like, learnt to crawl and bow; 
Where Eaftern Majeſty, as hiſt'ry ſings, 

Looks down with ſmiles of ſcorn on 7eftern Kings? 


Ah me! *tis univerſally allow'd 
That Eaſtern Monarchs are prodigious proud ; 
Unlike the humble Monarchs of the e 
Such kind and pliable and gentle creatures ! 
So placid, of their ſouls, and ſweet, the features; 
Where nought but VisTus is a welcome gueſt. 
Mmm Your 
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Your Eaſtern Deſpots, in their lofty ſtation, 
Expect the cenſer of rich adulation 


To burn for ever underneath their noſes : 


This incenſe boaſts a certain opiate pow'r ; 


Whoſe pleaſant, ſtupefying, plenteous ſhow'r, 
The optics of the underſtanding cloſes ; 


Producing, too, a charming gaudy dream, 
In which Kings think they hold the world's eſteen: ; 


Think, too, the conſcience ſound, though full of holes, 
And virtues, thick as herrings, in their ſouls. 


O FrarrT'zxy, thou attendant on INANIT v, | 

Thou meat, drink, clothes, and furniture of Vanity, 
"Tis cruel to attack a feeble head; 

Yes, cruel—likewiſe let me add, a ſhame— 


Who never makeſt mention of its name, 


Poor, eaſy, gaping cuckoo, when tis dead. 


Once more to zhee, O Lion, to return— 
A ſubje& form'd to bid all England mourn | 


O think upon thy BRrroxs, how diſgrac'd, 
As to the palace of Jzn6 they rac'd, 
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So ſhabbily, ſo tawdrily array'd !* 
The natives, with horſe-laughs, the tribe remarking ; + 
While, grunting, kicking, braying, howling, barking, t 
Hogs, dogs, and aſſes, join'd the cavyalcade | 


— — r — 
— —— * . 


Not STAUNTON, with his Doctor's gown and cap, 
Could from the populace obtain one clap ; | = 


Nor poor MacarTNey, with his ſtar and ribbon |— 


Child-like, he might as well have had a bib on! my 


Ah me! before ye ſail'd, a friend, | | 
I told ye all how things would end. 4 


* ce I cannot but add to the obſtacles which we received from the curioſity 
of the Chineſe people, ſome ſmall degree of mortification at the kind of im- 
preſſion our appearance ſeemed to make on them : for they no ſooner obtained 
a ſight of any of us, than they univerſally burſt out into loud ſhouts of laughter,” 
Vide Ax DbERSOx's Narrative of the Britiſh Embaſſy to China. 


+ Mr. Anpesson ſuppoſes the clothes for the /uite of the Ambaſſador were 
ſecond-hand things purchaſed from the ſervants of the French Ambaſſador 
LuzERNE, or from the Play-houſes—perhaps from Monmouth-ſtreet. 


Þ © We found ourſelves (ſays Mr. AnpzrsoN) intermingled with a cohort 
of pigs, aſſes, and dogs, which broke our ranks, ſuch as they were, and put 
us into irrecoverable confuſion. All formality of proceſſion, therefore, was j 
at an end; and the Ambaſſador's palanquin was ſo far advanced before us, | 1 
as to make a little /mart running neceſſary to overtake it.“ 


| See my Epiſtle to Loxp MacarTNey, in which I propheſied ſomewhat | 1 
more than came to paſs, as the Embaſly was bond fide not literally fogged; but, | il 
ſays ANDERSON, © we entered Pekin like paupers, we remained in it like | 
Priſoners, and we quitted it like vagrants. | 


4 Tell 
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Tell me, who plann'd this filly expedition ? 


That brain was ſurely in a mad condition : 

Say, was it Avagics, the lean old apr, 
Who, though half Aſia's gems her corpſe illume, 
(Sor's radiance on a melancholy tomb) 

Can join with Mzannzss in her dirtieſt trade? 


Who told our King, the embaſſy would thrive, 
Muſt be the moſt egregious fool alive— 
God mend that Courtier's head, or rather traſh-pot |— 
Perhaps he cry' d, Upon the rich HIN Do 
“ Your glorious Majeſty has caſt its ſhoe, 
„And CHINA next, my Lit6t, muſt be your waſh-por.” 


ODE TO A BUTTERFLY. 


Cit of the ſummer's golden hour, 

Who, happy, rov'{t from flow'r to flow'r, 

Now ſportive winnowing mid th' expanſe of air; 
O welcome to my little field ! 


Fach leaf of fragrance may it yield! 
Yes, dwell with zue, and NaTuzz's bounty ſhare. 


No 
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No black Siz Jos YH“ with his net, 

And Joxas+t, whelm'd with duſt and ſweat, 
Shall rudely chaſe thee far from my protection; 

Wild-leaping ev'ry fence and ditch ; 

So rank the Virtuoſo itch, 


For making a rare butterfly collection. 


Yet round thy paper-gibbet, laud would flow, 
Amid the Knight's brave breakfaſts in Sono; 
With rapture ſhown to toaſt-and-muffin Sages : 
With thee too, would the royal Journals ring; 
And ev'n thy pretty mealy painted wing 
Employ deſcription ſweet, for fifty pages ! 


Yet what, alas | is praiſe to people dead? 
A panegyric on a lump of lead— 

Preciſely ſo! 
Ye Gods, then, let me all »y praiſes hear — 
For verily tis wiſdom to prefer 


One grain above ground, to a pound below. 


Rare Cn1LD of ther, pr'ythee then agree 
To chooſe the offer'd field, and dwell with ne - 


* Banks, F Jonas Dryander, the Knight's fine quo non. 


Nun 
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Here 
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Here will I mark thee, mid thy meals, how chaſte ! 
So buſy on the flow'rs of golden hue, 
And filver daiſies moiſt with morning dew, 


How innocent, how ſimple thy repaſt 


Ah! diffrent far, from Us who groſsly lave 


Our lips in beef and mutton's ſanguine wave | 


Whilſt We, a race barbarian, cruel, ay 
From hog, too, form the dinners of the day— 

From hog, that lodg'd of yore the Imps of evil“ 
Intrepid He who ventur'd hs to dine! 
Methinks the man who dreamt of eating cine, 

Muſt really next have thought of eating devil. 


— GC — 


— 


ODE ON MODERATION. 


« Your folks are mad, and do not know it, 
Says /ome one] forget the Poet; 

And verily the Bard was in the right. 
Wild as a puppy chaſing butterflies, 


The world hunts TRAN SHORT with keen noſe and eyes; 
Deceitful Laſs, who often proves a bite ! 


* The hiſtory of the herd of ſwine is univerſally known as well as believed. 


4 The 
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The calm, cool, philoſophit hour; 
The purling brook, the woodbine bow'r; 

The grove's, the valley's ſweet and ſimple ſong ; 
Moazxn's virgin bluſh, and Evenine's ſetting ray, 
On more than half the world are 25e away, 


Whoſe joys muſt like a whirlwind pour along. 


Calmly let n,§ begin and end LIrE's chapter; 
Ne'er panting for a hurricane of rapture : 


Calm let ne walk—not riotous and jumping: 
With due decorum, let my heart 
Perform a ſober, quiet part, 


Not at the ribs be ever bumping, bumping. 


RaeTURE'S a Charger—otten breaks his girt, 
Runs off, and flings his rider in the dirt. 


Lo, when for Gretna Green the couple ſtart, 

Loves plays his gambols through each throbbing heart : 
Squeezing and hugging, kiſſing on they go; 

Wild, from the chaiſe, they poke their heads to Jokx, 

„Make haſte, dear Jonx, drive on, drive on, drive on 


« Lord | lord | your horſes are fo very ſlow !” 


And whilſt, for Gretna Green, each turtle ſighs, 


The BLAcksMTTH“ ſeems an Angel in their eyes. 


* Alſo a DivixE, who gains a comfortable maintenance by making matri- 
monial chains as well as horſe- ſhoes. 


But. 
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But when this BLackxsMITH has perform'd his part, 
Poſſeſſion quells the tumults of the heart ; 

The heart with foaming bliſs no more boils over | 
Now leiſurely into the chaiſe they get! 
They aſk no John to drive, no horſe to ſweat ; 

No eye's keen ſparkle ſhows the burning lover ; 


No kiſſes midſt the jolting road they ſnap; 
CLI now takes a comfortable nap : 

Down on her cheeks, her locks diſhevell'd flow ; 
Not vaſtly ſmooth, but much like locks of hay ; 


Her cap not much reſembling Alpine ſnow, 
Shook from her rolling wearied head away. 


The YourTn too, with his noddle on his breaſt ; 
His hair all careleſs, much in hay-like trim; 
As though ſweet wedlock's joys had loſt their zeſt ; 


As though a dull indiff rence damn'd the whim ; 
With mouth half ſhut, that heavy ſeems to ſay, 


The devil take the BLacxsmiTn and the day, 
© Who tied me to that trollop, now my wife, 
“ Juſt like a jack-aſs to a poſt, for life I” 
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THE PRAISE OF ANECDOTE. 


BLzsszDp be the Retailers of Anecdote, who afford fo 
much pleaſant and light food to the mind. Bleſſed more 
particularly be Masr EX JohN NicaoLs, compiler of the 
Magazine of quantity, and ele his wonderful coadjutor 
Doctor (not Miſter) RichaxD Goucn, who ſo often giveth 
that old devourer TIME a vomit, to make him diſgorge 


A furbelow of good Quzzn Bxss's tail; 
A taylor's thimble, and a ruſty nail. 


Important is the moſt trivial Anecdote of an extraordinary 
perſon ; and when conſecrated by Age, it becomes in- 


valuable. 


Thus of himſelf ſayeth the celebrated Monſieur Mznace, 
one of my great precurſors in Ana, who, if I may be in the 


faſhion of alliteration, could give dignity to a dunghill, 


grace to a gutter, prettineſs to a pigſtye, honour to a horſe- 


pond, and majeſty to a mouſe. *© When I boarded at 
Angers,” ſays this extraordinary man, * the Miſtreſs of the 
houſe quarrelled with the Maid for the loſs of a pound of 
butter, which, by ſome means or other, had ſneaked out 
of the way. The girl declared that the cat eat every bit 

OOo of 
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of it. The incredulous miſtreſs ſwore it was falſe ; and, 

to be convinced, ſhe. put the cat into a pair of ſcales ; 

when, lo! the animal, to the maid's confuſion, weighed 
only three quarters of a pound |!” 

« It is a fortunate thing (fays Monſieur Menace, in 
another place) to be acquainted with celebrated people.” 
The ſmalleſt anecdote of a man of conſequence, adds a gem 
to the treaſures of Hiſtory. Adopting this idea, I ſhall 
from time to time communicate to my. readers, pretty little 
ſtories of Great People. To begin with his preſent Grace 
of LzzDs, who is Muſician, Politician, and Poet— 


Twas in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When Oratorios ſweet appear, 
And human warblers, all divinely ſing; 
Unlike the little birds, I wot, 
Who cloſe in froſt and ſnow the throat, 
And chant in ſummer only, and the ſpring ; 
that, being in the Green Room of Covent Garden, 1 
ſtumbled on his Grace of Lzzps, who, notwithſtanding 
his having been the burthen of one of my merry ſongs, vo- 
luntarily and ſmilingly addreſſed the Bard, that is to fay, 
me, the Lyric PETER, O IIOIHTHZE. The unexpectedneſs 
of the ſalute, produced a palpitation, mixed with a quantity 
of reverence. © When was you in Cornwall laſt?” faid 


his 
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his Grace, with a ſimper. About two years ſince, re- 
plied I—* pray when was your Grace in that province?“ 
% Laſt year,” anſwered the Duke. The Ducheſs ac- 
companied your Grace, I preſume?” quoth I, in a pretty, 
tender, unpreſuming, and winning tone. She did,” re- 
Joined his Grace, with the moſt affable ſmile, and concili- 
ating manner. GopoLenin. is wildly fituated,” quoth J. 
c Tf J miſtake not, Cornwall was made the ſcene of the 
diableries of the old Spaniſh and Italian writers of ro- 
mance.” *© Hem, hem, rejoined the Duke, with a ſmile 
and a nod, which ſeemed 20 me, though intended as tones 
and fignals of aſſent, to imply more ignorance than know- 
ledge, which every GREAT Man is too great to confeſs. 
His - Grace now turned the diſcourſe to Shakeſpeare, and 


Dryden, and Pope, and fome more modern authors, with a 
pretty volubility, and ſome critical remark, which, though 


not in the true ſpirit of Longinus, was really not con- 
temptible; for the Duke is a bit of a Poet; witneſs an un- 


fortunate Prologue or two, and ſome fortunate amatory 


ſtanzas, that won the heart of the Ducheſs. Part of the 
natural hiſtory of a Poet is a deſultory diſpoſition, leaping 


from earth to heaven in his frenzy. Here the converſe of 
the propoſition took place; for, after a ſublime quotation 
from Shakeſpeare, the Dake abruptly deſcended to the 


4 humbler 
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humbler ſubje& of his 29% 1 / / © How came you, Sir, in 
your Ode, to attack my noſe?” This was a thundering 
queſtion; for thou knoweſt, Reader, if thou haſt peruſed all 
my lyrical lucubrations, that his Grace's proboſcis has been 
the ſubje& of a poetical ſmile. ©* My Lord Duke, an- 
ſwered I, „when your Grace, Lord Hawkeſbury, Lord 
T hurlow, Lord Sidney, and others, your colleagues in 
Adminiſtration, took it into your heads to attack me, I 
thought a poor Poet had a right to the laws of retaliation. 
But why attack my 7o/e, Sir, why attack my noſe?” The 
converſation now took a turn to his GRACR's knowledge of 
the Poets, from which he made many quotations, and ſpoke 
them with propriety :—on a ſudden he quitted the claſſics, 
and reverted to his favourite and wounded feature But 
why attack my noſe? is there any thing common in my 
noſe?” I anſwered, that, at the time I mentioned it, I was 
not certain whether he had a noſe or no, as its exiſtence 
was only fancied from report; but that I new his GRACE 
had power, and meant to employ it againſt me with hoſtility. 
This anſwer produced no reply. The Duke ſtood mute 
and ſimpering for a few minutes, and then broke out on a 
ſudden, © I will introduce ye to the Ducheſs.” We im- 
mediately quitted the Green Room arm in arm, and re- 


paired to a Stage-box, that held her Grace and Siſter, 
Miſs 
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Miſs AncvisH. The introduction was reſpectful, ſolemn; | 


and awful—when, behold, the Duke, unable to quit his 
favourite topic, turned the ſolemnity of the meeting into 
farce.— My love,” (quoth the Duke to the Ducheſs) © I 
have been aſking the Doctor what provoked him to attack 
my noſe?” Then turning to me, © Pray, Doctor, what pro- 
voked you to attack my noſe?” Driven to the neceſlity 
of a compliment, J replied, that © had I ſeen his Grace's 
ngſe before I wrote the Odes, I ſhould moſt certainly have 


compoſed a paneg yric on it inſtead of a ſatire, as the noſe 


was really a very good noſe indeed.” The ladies ſmiled, 
the Duke was pleaſed; I leaned over the box, to ſhew the 
audience into what good company Fortune had thrown me. 
The converſation grew more cheerful—ſeveral ingenious 
impromptus were exchanged. At length I took my leave, 
with a profound bow of thanks for the honours I had re- 
ceived. His Grace returned my bow : the ladies alſo moſt 
condeſcendingly bowed to my bow; and forth I went, with 
exultation, to communicate this ſudden peripetia or change 


of fortune to all my acquaintances. 


GENTLE READER, 
Wouldſt thou not have imagined that the war hatchet 


was buried for ever? Such was my too credulous opinion; 
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but fronti nulla fides! The very next public dinner his 
Grace gave, what did he? He exhibited a ludicrous ac- 
count of our interview; applauded his own amazing mag- 
nanimity, wit, and condeſcenſion, and laughed at the Pozr. 
Daſhed from the pinnacle of my ambition, for I expected 

a high place in Adminiſtration, and mortified by the diſ- 
appointment, I ſat me down, and in the true ſpirit of ſor- 
row wrote the following pathetic ſtanzas. 


THE SONG OF DISAPPOINTMENT : 


AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 


Hoes whiſper'd fine things in my ear; 
I believ'd her, though trick is her trade : 
She told me that FoxTuNz was near, 


Who had always behav'd like a jade. 


Great names, little people aſtound 
How witching the title, Your GRACE |— 
My Lord Duke, Lady Ducheſs, what ſound | 
Big with honour, and dinner, and place. 
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In fancy I join'd the Duke's table, 
Where his Grace ſo inſtructively chats; 
Deſpiſing my garret, that ſtable, 
My joint-ſtool, and my penn'orth of ſprats. 


In fancy I i with his GRACE, 
And felt a huge torrent of bliſs — 
Then I flatter'd the Ducheſs's face, 
And whiſper'd love-ſtories to Miſs.* 


In fancy his GRACE I beheld, 
Heard his mouth with ſound criticiſm ope ; 


That mouth moſt deliciouſly ſwell'd 


With quotations from DRVYDEN and Port. 


In fancy I heard him aloud 

Read his prologue ſo ſweet to his gueſts ; 
Saw wonderment ſtare from the croud, 

And rapture burſt wild from their breaſts. 


Now I heard him delightfully thrum; 
| Now in praiſe of old muſic a raver; 
Now HAN DEL's huge choruses hum; a 
Now a critic on crotchet and quaver. 


* Miſs Anguiſh, 
In 


: * * 
| - * 1 * 
8 — DS 3 aece ds 2 8 


— Oy ——— _— 


> - 
# - 


240 PINDARIANA. 


In fancy a bende I blaz'd; 


At my wit heard them call out © encore ;” 
While the room with aſtoniſhment gaz'd, 


Prepar'd ev'ry moment to roar. 


But the Duke has ſecreted his face; 
To the Bax D what a terrible blow | 
And gone are the ſmiles of her Gzace, 
And the ſmiles of each Ancvisn al-ſo. 


But I'm not deluded alone; 
To another he ſadly be hav' d: 
Doctor JAcks od, by promiſes won, 
Cut his curls from his pate, and was ſhav'd. 


Though the Doctor look'd ſmart with his locks, 
Sublime too, and ſwarthy, and big; 

He was told, when a Biſhop, his flocks 
Would * a full buſhel of wig. 


A wig was accordingly bought, 
As a cauliflow'r large, and as fair ; 


Where the barber too, bleſt with good thought, 


Wove religion and pomp in each hair. 
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In ſhort, twas ſo ſolemn a Quiz, 
So form'd for concerns of the ſoul ; 
People ſcarce could decide on its phiz, 
Which look'd wiſeſt, the caxon or jowl. 


But after this grand operation 
Of clipping and wigging, I trow, 
Sore baulk'd was poor Cor's* exaltation, 
But why—none with certainty know. 


Some thought Heav'n with the wig was diſpleas'd ; 
But people may think as they liſt: 

Others ſaid (with maliciouſneſs ſeiz d) 
Heav'n hated the pride of the Prieſt. 


So the Doctor no Biſhop was made, 
Nor at preſent a Biſhop is he; 

And it alſo may ſafely be ſaid, 
That a Biſhop he never will Ee. 


But the Duxs too is thwarted, I ween ; 
Who looks 2 like a hawk to the Crown; 


. Cox, i. e. Conſequential Jackſon—a conſtant appellative beſlowed on him 


Qqq But, 


at the Univerſity of Oxford. 
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But, alas ! bur good King and good: Queen 


Have never l a to fool down... 


LEY 


Now to Duke and to | Ducheſs adivk f 8 | 
Adieu to my honours like-wiſe z ; 


The viſion departs from my view, 


And Hors, the falſe Hatterer, flies. 


My teeth too are robb'd of feet s 


Ah teeth, to good eating attach d! 
And thus have I counted my chicken, 
Poor blockhead, before they were hatch d. 


END OF VOLUME I. 
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